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ISSUE # 16 SUMME 


¢ Publication: Underdog Zine comes 

out quarterly (4 times a _ year) 

January, April, July, October. 

Contributions: This zine is made up 

of contributions from U-Dog people 

and other people from all over. We're 
into anyone trying to get their best 
stuff in here. Feel free to send us 
submissions (art, stories, photos, 
etc.—but NO POETRY!) or talk to us 
about your idea. We can't promise 
that your submission will make it in. 
¢ Contribution Specifications: All 
text should be supplied as a text file 
on a Mac or IBM disk, or laser print- 
ed or typed crystal clear. It's always 
a good idea to supply us with a print- 
out if you're gonna send a disk. Call 
for details. If you do your own layout, 
make. sure it fits in our 
7 1/2" x 10" image area specs. 

e Ads: In order to pay for the printing 
and mailing, we sell ads. See ad info 
down to the right. 

¢ Deadlines: Zine #17 deadline for 
ads and submissions: August 15th 
for an October zine release. 

¢ Copyrights: Feel free to reproduce 
anything herein, but give proper 
credit where it's due! 

¢ Circulation: 2000. It is mailed free 
to people on our mailing list (approx. 
1000). Available free in Chicago 
area stores. Mail order—$1 ppd. 
U.S, $2 foreign. 

¢ Subscriptions: No, No, No. We 
don't do subscriptions. 

¢ Reviews: No, No, No. We don't do 
reviews. 

Cover #16: Art by Ron Richter. Ron was the 

artist/creator of the original Underdog logo 

back in 1986, as well as the bassist/singer 


for one of Underdog’s 1st two bands, 
SPONGE. He later went on to be in another 


U-Dog band, SPONGETUNNEL, and 
recently appeared on the Achtung Chicago! 
Drei comp as BEARDICUS ENORMOUS. 
Today, he does art and music and has a big 
beard. Thanks Ron! 
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Why we do this Zine and what it is... 


Just what is the Underdog Zine? It is simply a zine. By definition, zines are “informal” 
independently created magazines that are “niche” oriented to a certain topic or scene. 
Ostensibly, since Underdog Zine is so closely related to Underdog Records, the label, 
one might assume that this is a zine about bands, and music and D.I.Y./punk. But it’s 
not about punk—it’s by “punks” / the people of the Underdog Records collective. The 
content is essays and observations, editorials and articles, about anything we find 
interesting, scene related or no. This is a zine to read, not merely reference. We don’t 
review records or zines. Besides containing the label’s catalog and newsletter, the 
obligation to “punk rock/hardcore” music ends there. So what's our niche after all?— 


_ our perspective, one that comes from punks who run an independent record label /dis- 


tro. 


Ad Stuff You Should Know 


We mail our zine (containing our full catalog) to everyone on our mailing list FOR 
FREE!!!! Surely, we are nuts, but, boy, does our zine get around! Our ad rates & sizes 
are listed below. Please supply us with camera ready artwork if possible. If not, we'll 
do what we can to make it look alright. Half-toned ads should be 100 Ipi or less. If you 
have questions about formats, specs., etc., give us a call. Due to the rather large 
amounts of ads we're receiving for the zine, we've updated our zine ad policies a little 
bit to make things more fair. Here they are: 

* Maximum of two ads for any one group/organization per issue. 

* One group/organization can't have the back cover ad two issues in a row. 

* No major labels or major affiliates accepted. 

* Send us $10,000 and a live yak, and we'll put your picture on the front cover. 


. $20 
. $30 
. $40 
. $100 (cat for availability) 


1/8 page ... .3.75" w X 2.25" h 
1/4 page ..... 3.75" w X 5"h 
1/2 page...... 7.5"wX5"h 
back cover ... .7.5"°wX9"h 
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NEW STUFF! 


: Ustwed ‘eng RUSTWEILER 
eet ee “Assholes of the Universe” 7" 
1 This band will put your faith back into punk rock. This 
= is raw, snotty dumpster punk, in your face. A totally 
refreshing approach that'll have you saying “where 
have these guys been?” Well they're here now! 


$3 ppd. U.S.A., $4 ppd. foreign 


S 


A.Y.A. ”...Gets Phat n’ stoopid” * be 


Nothing but total, heavily pop infiltrated pop-punk here. 

Melodic songs about girls, love and all that kind of stuff. 
One spin of this baby and you'll want to go out and kiss 
someone. $3 ppd. U.S.A., $4 ppd. foreign 


THE GEEZERS 
“Prounced” CD/8-Track 
THE GEEZERS: like Shakespeare on airplane glue. Full 
length release with re-recorded older tunes & blazing 
all-new ones, incl. Midget Village, Chickens Have 
Rights, and Yuppie in a Cherokee. It’s like BORIS THE 
SPRINKLER/GERMS/PINK LINCOLNS all rolled into one! 
$8/$7 ppd. U.S.A., $10/$9 ppd. foreign 


~- Our mailorder catalo “hed way more than just Underdog stuff. We sel 3 pig 7 
almost everyting | in the mE? punk scene! Send a stamp for a es fo 
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wail 


The Democratic -National 
Convention is coming to Chicago this 
summer. You knew that. From: the 
Housewares Show to the 
Shriners, Chicago is the #1 host 
to conventioneers in the coun- 
try. Our civic leaders take 
great pride in this fact. It 
brings lots of money to our 
city in a whole host of ways. 


‘But Chicago hasn’t host- 
ed a political convention 
since 1968. 28 years. A genera- 
tion. Your parents were your age 
in 1968. Think about it. 


The last convention here was 
big news. It was the climax of a 
long hot summer of assassinations 
(MLK and RFK, these guys were 
so beloved and famous they 
were easily identifiable by 
their initials) and, corre- 
spondingly, race and anti- 
war riots. Look it up in the 
encyclopedia. I’m not gonna 
give any history lessons 
today. 


In 1968, change was 
occurring in an accelerated 
fashion. College students 
were questioning the status 
quo and authority. The civil 
rights movement and its use 
of civil disobedience had 
energized a spectrum of 
groups to act: from women, 
Native Americans and 
migrant workers, even to 
elderly Americans (like 
myself) with the Grey 
Panther Party. The anti-war 
movement was_ gaining 
momentum, originally 
using the same non-violent 
civil disobedience as the 
civil rights movement. But 
without the charismatic 
leadership of a figure like 
Martin Luther King, the 
anti-war movement was 
fractured into a variety of factions, 
leaders and approaches. Some chose 
violent means to protest the war. They 
used the logic that if the U.S. military 
could use violence against the people 
of North Vietnam, the anti-war pro- 
tester could use violence against the 
“man” or the “pigs.” 

At any rate, things were hopped up 
to happen by the end of the summer of 


i 


1968 and they did. With all the media 
concentrated in town, the protesters 
wanted to put on a show for the cam- 
eras and they did. What 
happened is well-docu- 


Confidence and 
Benevolence at the 
Democratic National 


Convention, Summer 1996 


Phyllis’ hair hates you. 


mented: riots, carnage, police beating 
on defenseless hippies, a young Dan 
Rather being roughed up by a bunch of 
Mayor Richard J. Daley’s “thugs,” in 
the words of Walter Cronkite. All was 
there for Mr. and Mrs. America (this 
was even before the term Ms. was 
known—ancient history) to see on the 
6:00 p.m. news. 


Mayor Richard J. Daley, the ulti- 


mate big-city-political-machine-run- 
ning “boss,” wasn’t gonna let a bunch 
of long-hairs mess up “his” town and 
show. He issued his infamous “shoot 
to kill” order to the police. 


Needless to say, the two main polit- 
ical parties haven’t been too interested 
in having their convention in town 
since. Hubert Humphrey, the 
Democratic nominee in 1968, lost 
in a close three way election 
to Richard Nixon, with many 
Southern “Dixiecrat” votes 
being siphoned off by the 
racist independent run of George 
Wallace (ironically similar and 
opposite of President Bill Clinton’s 
close win over George Bush, with 
the anti-government Republican 
vote being siphoned off by the 
goofy Ross Perot). 


Some have suggested 
that the debacle of the 1968 
Democratic convention and 
its negative images were in 
part responsible for 
Humphrey’s loss. Instead, 
the U.S. got six years of the 
virulent hippie-hater, 
Richard Nixon. Nice job 
protesters! Way to get your 
way. Who would want a 
moderate guy like Hubert 
Humphrey in power, who 
probably wouldn’t have 
used the full force of the FBI 
and even the CIA for 
domestic spying to eradi- 
cate the anti-war movement 
when you could have the 
ultimate villain, Richard 
Nixon? That way you can 
always have something to 
complain about. It certainly 
didn’t inspire the “workers 
revolution.” Power to the 
people, man. 


Now, here it is 28 years 
later. A lot has changed. No 
president’s administration 
would consider committing U-S. 
troops to an overseas peace-keeping 
role without a clear “exit strategy.” 
There’s been some conjecture concern- 
ing George Bush’s paranoia about a 
Viet repeat in pushing his hand to end 
the 1991 Gulf War’s advance to 
Baghdad in 100 hours, leaving Sodom 
Insane in power to this day. 


Today, the only shrill voice I’ve 


heard in opposition to the relative suc- 
cess of the Bosnia Peace Accord has 
come from the lunatic right wing ultra 
anti-feminist extremist, Phyllis 
Schlafly. She has called for President 
Clinton to be “impeached for treason.” 
As far as I have observed, previous to 
the Dayton Accord for peace in Bosnia 
and the U.S. troop arrival, an estimat- 
ed 100 Bosnians were killed a week. 
Now, the number has dropped to zero. 
I guess preventing those deaths is anti- 
Christian. 


At this writing, one U.S. soldier has 
been killed on duty (while trying to 
disarm a land mine on his own, con- 
trary to orders). 


President Clinton has also suc- 
cessfully used U.S. troops to 
return an ousted, democratically- 
elected president to office in Haiti. 
Since then, Haiti has had its first 
peaceful change of president by 
election ever in its history. Ever. 
President Clinton received vitri- 
olic criticism for using U.S. troops 
in defense of democracy, with lit- 
tle or no economic rationale, by 
his right wing enemies. I didn’t 
hear much protest from the left. 
Why? Because it was the right 
thing to do. I don’t know if any 
Americans were killed on duty in 
that one, but I’m sure it would 
have been well covered if they 


screeches against the Bosnia Peace Accord. 


Viet police action was a tragic comedy, 
Now U.S. don’t go without a set exit 
stragedy. 

Luckily some things never seem to 
change. Allen Ginsberg’s still ready to 
grandstand whenever he can arrange. 


The Republicans have put up another 
hunchback psycho goon. Dole’s cripple 
Strangelove arm will Seig Heil real soon. 


We (the GEEZERS) worked on it 
(the song) a little, but we got side- 
tracked with working on the new 
GEEZER’s full length that will be 
available by press time (shameless 
plug). I had kinda put the song out of 


had. Was the operation a success? fj \ \.yz 


I haven’t heard anything about it 
on the news, so it must be. Did we 
learn anything from the 60s? 
Maybe. 


Several months ago, while Ze : 


examining the changes that have 
occurred in the U.S. from 1968 to 
1996, I noticed some strange coin- 
cidences, similarities and ironic 


flip-flops. I wrote a song about * we 


these observations called Dem 
Con ‘96. Here it is: 


Da mayor's called Daley, but he 
don’t live in Bridgeport. He lives in the 
upscale neighborhood of quite another sort. 

The ‘68 Cowpalace by Da Yards had 
that old-time pull. Not a cow near the 
“United” home of the Bull. 

Anarchist of yore had Molotov in hand. 


Now right-wing militia likes the Nazi arm 
band. 


Most anyone under 30 was against the 
Viet War. Today only Phyllis Schlafly 


set up an interview and met. Brodner 
was in his early 40s and was definitely 
of the 60’s mind-set. He said he really 
liked the song and wondered how I 
would be protesting the Convention. 
“I’m not planning on doing any 
protesting. I’m gonna probably go 
check it out, but as an observer,” I said. 


He seemed genuinely disappoint- 
ed. He wanted bomb throwers and all 
he got was pragmatism. “Why would I 
want to aid in getting Bob Dole elect- 
ed? I’d protest at the Republican 
Convention, but they’re gonna screw 
things up on their own. They don’t 
need my help,” I said. 


He couldn’t understand this. 


: * Re] Hopefully, he had better luck at the 


Autonomous Zone and with Abbie 
Hoffman’s son. 


It’s easy to criticize. It’s hard to 
get things done. In the words of 


| | Saul Alinsky, Chicago’s greatest 


j organizer and doer (not talker), 
“you can’t reform a Jewish 
Orthodox church by walking in eat- 


14] ing a ham sandwich.” 


Secret and suppressed informa- 
tion update: 


A friend of mine told me about a 
little third hand hearsay. See what 


y} you think. 


4 His brother had a friend who 
1 was of the super friendly, success- 
1 ful, insurance salesmen-like variety. 
| The friend golfed with Michael 
4 Jordan. Not because he’s rich, but 


} Ki because people tend to like him. 


The friend was on an airplane 


‘4. 4\ flying between Los Angeles and 


Is it Steve Forbes or Dr. Strangelove? 


my mind, when, through a series of 
events and the assistance of Jason 
Mojica, the lyrics made it into the 
hands of a New Yorker magazine 
reporter, Steve Brodner, who was writ- 
ing a story for said publication on the 
1996 Democratic Convention. 


He came to Chicago to do research 
and interviews on the subject. He con- 
tacted Jason, and through him, me. We 


| Chicago where he was seated next 


~ | to the L.A. County Coroner. They 


got to talking and the coroner 
revealed a little factoid that I 
haven’t heard about on the news 
and that wasn’t brought up in the 
trial. Some of Ron Goldman’s wounds 
were targeted to a specific area of his 
body. According to this source, 27 stab 
wounds (it’s always 27, doesn’t it 
seem?) were directed to Ron’s genital 
area. Food for thought. 


Jack Geezer 


And, we’re not through yet! 


em * Hey, folks, here’s an update about this issue of the Underdog Zine— 
in issue #15 we put out a call for all dorks to write and send in expe- 


NEW RELEASES! Underdog is finally on the move again, with not 
one, but three new releases. They will all be out June 15th, and they 
are as follows: 


* RUSTWEILER “Assholes of the Universe” 7". RUSTWEILER 
is really a cool band. We’re pleased as punch to be putting this one 
out. Their singer, Dave, (a.k.a. “Dave Dumpsterland”) has been a 
friend of ours for a long time, and is the creator of the somewhat 
famous zine Dumpsterland. This band is all rough-and-ready dump- 
stery-punk sounding. This is a great record. 

* A.Y.A. “...Gets Phat n’ Stoopid” 7". We first met A.Y.A. when 
they appeared on the recent Achtung Chicago! Drei compilation. 
They’re all pretty young, and hail from the south-suburban 
Homewood, IL scene. They’re energetic, and come from the WINE- 
PRESS, FIGHTERS “school” of pop-punk. 

* THE GEEZERS “Prounced” CD. When we were reporting on 
this one last zine, we said “for this they’ re talking about re-recording 
all their songs, old 7's and all, to make one mega release!” Well, it 
didn’t quite work out that way. The GEEZERS went into the studio, 
and came out with an incredible CD. Many old songs were recorded 
(totally re-done) and some cool new ones, along with a few off-the 
wall covers. Cool samples/segues were added, and the result is like a 
new band. We mean it; if you’ ve ever heard the GEEZERS before, 
you’ ve never heard them like this. They take BORIS THE SPRIN- 
KLER humor, PINK LINCOLNS cynicism, GERMS-like punk and 
make a heady mix. Get it! 


The Autonomous Zone is organizing the Active Resistance Counter- 
Convention, scheduled to take place in Chicago from August 21 to 
31; before, during, and after the 1996 Democratic National 
Convention. Active Resistance will be “both convention and gather- 
ing, bringing together individuals and collectives to create sustainable 
communities of resistance. This union will engage in intensive work 
on long term goals, high-spirited activism, as well as share in the 
challenge and fun involved in putting this all together.” For more 
information, email the Autonomous Zone at 
ugwiller@uxa.ecn.bgu.edu. 


U-dogger Kammy is in a new band called the SPACE INVADERS. 
Check out their web page at: 
http://homepage.interaccess.com/~kswift/space.html. 


10 Years! Underdog Records has been around for 10 years. It makes 
us seem pretty old, eh? Just for the record (pun... ooooh), the first 
Underdog meeting was sometime in August, 1986, and it was 
between U-Dog founder Russ Forster, and the members of the X- 
MEN (who would later re-name themselves SPONGE) and 
I.D.UNDER. The topic was (Russ) “I’m starting a label, and I want 
to put out your records, let’s figure it out...” Since then, a lot of stuff 
has happened; Underdog became a collective in 1989, formed by 
Russ, Ben Weasel, John Pearson, and Douglas Ward, and put out the 
first Achtung Chicago! comp LP. Douglas is the longest running U- 
dogger to date, and ‘since then many people have come and gone. 
Underdog Distro started in 1990, and in the spring of 1992, the first 
issue of the Underdog Zine came out. Underdog thanks everyone 
cool who we’ ve ever worked with, and who’s ever worked with us. 
We have this twisted delusion that Underdog Records has meant 
something to a lot of people, and that we’ ve done some good and 
even great things for the Chicago punk/D.I. Y./underground scene. 


riences about playing in a band and having your parents (or someone 
else’s parents) show up to see you play. A few people did submit 
experiences (thank you very much), but we’re going to hold out for a 
few more before compiling them all and running them in an issue of 
the zine. So you’re getting a second chance. (And quite honestly, so 
are we!) Send ‘em in to: parent stories, c/o Underdog Records, 
2252 N. Elston Ave., 2nd floor, Chicago, IL 60614, U.S.A. 


INTERNET U-DOG 


http://homepage.interaccess.com/~udogrec/ 


About the Underdog email mailing list: to most folks on it, it has 
seemingly disappeared. Well, it hasn’t, but a lot of things got in the 
way, and we haven’t sent out a news update for a couple of months. 
However, we are not abandoning it; in fact, we’re getting it revved 
up for more action by the time you read this. The response in the past 
has been so good, it would be a shame to end this vital communica- 
tion link with you all. For those of you new to it, just send us your 
name & email address and ask to be added to our list (BTW, it’s run 
manually, not by a listserve or anything like that) and you will 
receive a news update/release info/tour info/catalog, whatever, etc. 
about every two weeks. 


eZine—the Underdog Zine electronic: to the confusion of everyone 
on our email mailing list, we have wavered in whether or not to auto- 
matically send out the text version of the Underdog Zine to everyone 
one the list. It looks like we’ re reverting to NOT sending out the zine 
automatically, but we will accept specific individual requests for it. 
There is talk about making Adobe Acrobat PDF versions of the zine 
available at our WWW site. That way, not only the text, but the lay- 
outs & art can be viewed too. We’ll announce that if and when that 
takes off. 


SHOWS 


DON’T CALL UNDERDOG FOR SHOW LISTINGS! Here’s a bet- 
ter idea, call these people: 


—The Punk Hotline at (312) 409-2310, for recorded messages 
announcing upcoming shows. (Also check out the U-Dog WWW 
page, shows section.) 


—email Andy Lester at “shows @farpost. chi.il.us” to receive listings 
of Chicago shows, punk and otherwise. 


—Promoters: John, Drunk Rock Prod.- Aurora, IL (708) 859-8290 
(shows may be on hold for a short while due to move, call); David 
Eaves-Chicago (312) 248-5822; Ryan-Homewood, IL (708) 798- 
0222; Brian Peterson-Chicago (312) 384-5813; Mike Topalovich- 
Crystal Lake, IL (847) 639-4517; Mike Gibson-Homewood, IL (708) 
798-8586; The PIT-Rockford, IL (815) 963-3929. 


} 


2 a eee 


To the editor: 


First of all I would like to thank you for the magazine and espe- 


cially for printing my letter. I find your zine very interesting. When I 
received your last copy I had a lot of people come up to me and ask if 


they could see it before I even had a chance to look at it myself because | 
the issue before that I passed around here in my dorm and 80% of a 150 | 


wanted this issue so this just goes to show how big of an interest people 
have here at Branchville prison in your zine. 

I myself am an (1) anti nation state (2) anti-capitalist (3) anti- 
authoritarian (4) pro-freedom and feel that them incarcerating me here 
is like a terrorist hijacking a plane and taking hostages: that’s what 
today's courts do to us if we don’t bow down to every little thing they 
say. But yet many of the things that the cops, politicians, and govern- 
ment do are illegal: if me or you were to do the same things we’d end 
up being held hostage in a prison, but yet it’s alright for them to do 
them. So you tell me how it could be illegal for me or you to do some- 
thing but yet legal for the cops, politicians, and government to do the 
same things; but the government says this is justice. So I guess we 
should all go out and get a badge or a job in the government before we 
decide to break the law because if you're a cop, politician or the govern- 
ment you have the right to do anything you want. Just remember this 
“You can keep the communist from joining the F.B.I. but you can’t 
keep the F.B.I. from turning on the president.” 

Crash the big business, 

—Jerry J. Williams #943700, PO Box 500, Tell City, IN 47586-0500 


Dear Jerry, 

Thanks for your letter. Hopefully, when you attain a position of 
authority (of this I have no doubt) you will operate in a fairer way than 
you’ve been treated. Don’t get bitten twice or bite those who are small- 
er. Good luck in your eventual freedom. 


To Underdog and anyone else who cares, 

__ My name is Mike. I'm the one who's been booking those shows at 
the Homewood Village hall recently. Within the last year Homewood 
has received a bad reputation from the Chicago punk community. This 
was mainly because of repeatedly fucked up practices made by the peo- 
ple who book shows at Off The Alley which is also located in 
Homewood, about a block away from the Village Hall. I just want 
everyone out there to realize that it's not Homewood that sucks, it's the 
people from OTA who do. If you rip off the bands that play at your 
club, have a shitty sound system, are assholes to the people who come 
to your shows, and have a lack of respect for the scene and those related 
to it then what can you expect but to have a shit hole for a club. 

My main motivation for booking the shows at the Village hall was 
because of the direction OTA was taking. At it's height OTA was a fun 


enough to get at least a show (hopefully two) a month going on a regu- 
lar basis. I'm a lazy apathetic guy who sits around my house when I'm 
not at school, but do hope that I can raise my motivation for this place. 
I really want it to work out. My main goal however is to just have a 
cool place with nice sound where for $5 someone can go and always 
know they will see good bands and have a good time and know that the 
money they pay will go fairly towards rent and the bands, instead of my 
pocket where it doesn't belong. I also hope that the shows I put on here 
will help turn the tide and change Homewood's reputation. I hope peo- 
ple realize that Homewood doesn't suck (its boring, but doesn't suck) it's 
just some people who live or work here. 

I'd love it if I could book every band that wants to play here, and 
even some who don't, but I can't. Especially with my overhead costs 


being as high as they are. Like I said earlier, I don't want to make any 
money off of these shows (AND WON'T), but I don't want to lose 
money either. Therefore, I have to ask to hear your band before I book 
you. It's not whether or not I like you (like the guy who books shows at 
the garage in Aurora said, "I'm not gonna be the only motherfucker 
there. It doesn't matter if I like you or hate you."), but I will try to book 
you with three other bands that will fit in nicely with your band there- 
fore the people who go will like most of the bands and more people will 
show up, therefore benefitting you more. Just send me a recording, even 
if it is just something you recorded on a boombox in your basement, 
along with a little info on your band and DON'T FORGET YOUR 
PHONE #. If you do I can obviously not call you back. When I receive 
your tape, I will listen to it that day and call you back within two days 
and give you an idea of what I personally thought and who I'll try to 
work you in with. Thanks for taking the time to read all this and I hope 
to see you all at a show sometime soon. 

—Mike Gibson/3425 Kings Rd., Steger, IL 60430/(708) 798-8586 
(Don't call after 10:30 though or I will have to kill you) 
email:fxjc56c @ prodigy.com 

p.s.—I want touring bands, badly. I love touring bands. Send me 
your tapes. I will book you and let you stay with me if you need it. Just 
come and play. 

p.s.s.—I am not doing shows in Homewood until I find a new 
venue, but as soon as I have one I plan on having 2-4 shows a month. I 
expect this to be early September at the latest. 

p.s.s.s.—Thanks to Marc Ruvulo and Johann's Face, Ken Weevil, 
my parents, all the bands who have or will play, and all the people who 
have gone to or will go to these shows for your support. Thanks. 


Dear Mike, 

It is music to our collective ears to hear about some fair and ethi- 
cal treatment for bands in Homewood. As you so accurately point out, 
that is not always the case. 


Underdog, 

Azi here... Yeah I’m a fifteen year old girl living in the Pitts of 
Pittsburg - but making the best of it, I’d have to say, we have a fucking 
great scene, though I can only compare it to a few others. 

So I’m here to complain, no cartoons? Where are they? What hap- 
pened to Gregjaw? In Underdog Zine #12 there was a little cartoon 
Craig Loser, | enjoyed it, and hey I would like to see it again. But now 
that I’ve made my little complaint, I feel that some compliments are 
due. I think your layout is fucking awesome, easy to read, quality arti- 
cles - I verily enjoyed the article Cleptolympics, it kinda reminds me of 
my friends and I down at Tandy leather. Stealing whatever spikes and 
pyramids that we can get our hands on. 

Now about slam dancing, mosh stories. Well in Pgh. at our last 
few local shows it seems the circle pit has been coming back, and I 
enjoy it a lot more, not that I’m ever in it for fear of some guy getting a 
cheap thrill, but it is nice to see everyone else enjoying themselves. 

So to end my, um, letter, I would like to say that I love your little 
zine, and the articles are super, so keep me on whatever list I’m on, so I 
keep on getting it. 

—Thanx, Azi 


Dear Azi 

Thanks for the kind remarks about layout. Who would think that 
readability has something to do with what a zine looks like? Keep 
stickin’ it to the man and don’t let those big bald guys step on you. 

—KB. 


Azi, 

Please don’t freak out, but there aren’t any cartoons in this issue, 
Gregjaw or otherwise. Sorry, but hang in there and cartoons will 
appear again. We’re glad that you find them entertaining. 

—Another Ed. 


Something has happened in my life that I can not explain. I am sit- 
ting here with a completely untouched copy of number 15 and have no 
desire to read any of it. There is no voice in my head wondering what 
new stories lay inside. I simply feel nothing towards what has always 
been a highlight in my life. 

I can no more explain this than change it and perhaps it does not 
deserve explanation. 

—Chole 


Beautiful, man. It’s like..., zen metaphysics, man. 
d. 


To Whom It May Concern At Underdog Records, 

I really enjoy listening to the music from your record label. I think 
the independent labels are the way to go, that is why I love your label. I 
know that if I ever get a band together, and if I am good, you will be 
the first to hear from us, because I really respect your label and the 
smaller labels are definitely the best thing that ever happened to real 
music, and I don’t think it would be the same without your type of 
label. So that is why I am writing to you, to tell you how much people 
appreciate and enjoy your record company. Most people that have really 
shallow minds will write straight at the bands, which are great bands, 
but people with deeper knowledge minds will look behind the bands, 
which are the great labels that are usually the independent labels like 
yours. 

I have a lot of knowledge of your label, which a lot of the knowl- 
edge comes from Lupo’s Punx Page (my brother’s page) on the 
Internet, which by the way was a very smart move for you because now 
that you have your page on the Internet, and a link on my brother’s 
page, lots of people will become more aware of your great label. A 
question that I have for you is how did your label get started and how 
did you get well known? Also why the heck are a lot of the supposed 
punks listening to all the big popular bands, from the big popular labels, 
when they should be spending more of their time listening to the music 
from your record label? 

So anyway, thanks a lot for taking the time to read this letter, I 
know that you guys are probably very busy. Thanks a lot again. 

—Regards, Jeff Goldberg, Jefferson Middle School, 21717 
Talisman, Torrance, CA 90503 


Wow, Jeff. We always have time to answer any of our pals at 
Jefferson Middle School out there in Torrence. You are much too kind. 
So, start a band real soon and get real good. 

d. 


As for your question about how Underdog Records was started, 
check out the article by Russ Forster in this issue. How did we get well 
known?—through great people like yourself, checking out what is going 
on in this here world and passing along the knowledge. And who cares 
about all those dopes listening to GREEN DAY, etc., thinking it’s punk, 
they have nothing to do with what we’re about. 

— Another Ed. 


What’s going down, Dogs? 

I recently received my second issue of y’alls zine and enjoyed the 
hell out of it! 

I would have sent kudos and pats on the backside after reading my 
first issue but I forgot, so I’m taking time to send them now...before I 
forget again! Keep them zines coming...I love ‘em! 

Thanks dogs! 

Keeping my faith, El] Trampo 

—Johnny Frampton 286319, Rt. 4, Box 1500, Beaumont TX 77705 


Dear Johnny, 
Thanks so much. Hey,...Beaumont, TX,...that Peter Frampton 
Comes Alive Tour in 1976..., 19 years old, Johnny? 


Dear Underdog, 

I had the pleasure of picking up your spring ‘96 release at the 
GOOD RIDDANCE/MILLENCOLIN/DOWN BY LAW show at the 
Fireside Bowl. I sat down in the corner and spent the last half of the 
show reading it. Finally I found a publication containing information I 
want to know about written by an actual group of intelligent people 
who aren’t pandering to the lowest common denominator of American 
society. There really isn’t a single article in the zine that I haven’t been 
interested in. 

Just writing to show my appreciation. Keep tossin’ the good stuff 
at us. 

—Eric Schneider, 3343 E. 193rd, Lansing, IL 60438 

P.S. I would like to get onto your mailing list. If you could make a 
little room on there for this kid from the affluent land of south suburbia, 
it'd be great. Thanx. 


Dear Eric, 
Thanks so much. Lansing, IL..., affluent land of south suburbia. 
Ain’t no Lansing I know. 


ce — ay 


Jay at U-dog, 

First off, please understand that I mean no disrespect by this letter. 
Your article on the shooting you witnessed was very good and I can 
understand and appreciate the decisions you made at that time. With 
that understood, I do have some conflicting thoughts on the matter. 

I think it’s important to realize that you did put yourself in danger 
by going to the police. This isn’t meant to scare you, but the wrong per- 
son finding out what you did is very probable and presents a valid 
threat. It would be impossible for you to know who saw you witnessing 
the crime and who saw you go to the police. The “taking out” of a wit- 
ness is nearly a common occurrance. I’m not saying your decision was 
wrong, I just felt that you attempted to discredit this as a possibility at 
the end of our article. 

I know it’s easy for someone to say all this while sitting safely (1 
hope) at some hip café. But I too was witness to a horrible shooting in 
front of a nameless restaurant in a faceless city (or at perkins in NYC 


{names have changed, yadda, yadda, yadda} as you might say.). I opted 


not to say shit when the cops came to question me. 

Why didn’t I talk? Well, I don’t know exactly. But it was gang 
member shooting another and therefore, in my mind, none of my busi- 
ness. Another reason might be what I explained: chances are, someone 
saw me see this guy get shot. And probably the biggest reason I didn’t 
talk was I knew that my testimony would put this kid in prison. 

Prison, a place I’ve always thought as probably as bad as it gets. 
Rapes, beatings from other inmates, beatings from screws locked up in 
a cell...mm, I don’t know I'd I have it in me to wish anyone there. 

You did make a good point. ..what if it was someone close to you 
who was shot? Personally and honestly, if the circumstances warranted 
it, I'd probably take it all into my own hands and face whatever conse- 
quences that would come. 

Who knows, Jay? Shit, I don’t know the best way to handle such a 
terrible situation. This is...in retrospect...a helluva lot easier than going 
right there again, you know? I guess we’ re both just pretty fucking 
lucky to be safe, right? Cool. 

Enough said. Good article and I hope to read more of your stuff in 
U-dog. 

With a stinky butt and a smile to match, 

—Alex/Dwesht Zine, PO Box 2819, Champaign, IL 61825 


Dear Alex, 

Thanks for your letter, and I appreciate the sentiment. It seriously 
wasn't an easy decision, but there it is, I’ve already given my position. 

I agree, prison is the worst place, but, unfortunately, it’s the only 
system we have. The idea of punishment rehabilitation, and deterrence 
got lost somewhere along the line. 

for your concern. I'll let you know haw things work out. 
—Jay Kruby 


Dear Jack Geezer (or whoever...especially the person responsible for 
sending out Underdog Zine), 

Hey hey hey hey!! This is Krista D in Oregon. Two reasons for 
writing: 1. to thank whoever keeps sending me Underdog Zine, even 
though I don’t recall ordering it...(do I have a subscription?) 2. to tell 
about my experiences with the internet. 

The first time I used America Online was about three or more 
years ago. My pop set it up, and we have long since gotten rid of it (it is 
insanely expensive...well, you get 5 hours a month for $10, then it is 
$3.50 for each additional hour). Now we have another (cheaper) inter- 
net set-up, and the chat rooms are damn fun! Since I have began using 
them, (around the beginning of 1996) ‘til now, I have noticed some 
changes. Before you go into many of the chat rooms, you must register 
with the system. This wasn’t so before. In the chat room I normally 
enter, they now have a SYS (systems operators, I suppose) that moni- 
tors what people say. They have the authority to boot people out of the 
chat rooms and ban them. They don’t allow cursing or vulgarity, but it 
is at the discretion of the SYS (or whoever is watching...the other day, 
a person who wasn’t called SYS was monitoring. ..an undercover 
agent!!) Needless to say, I was kicked off multiple times. When I first 
began using it, there was no babysitter! It isn’t a horrible injustice, 
because most of the time, the SYS isn’t paying attention, or not present. 
However, I think the restrictions will only get tighter. 

See ya! 

—Krista D, 14990 NW Maller Rd, Banks OR 97106 


Krista, 

Douglas here, answering your mail as resident computer geek #1 
(Jack kinda finds them com-pew-terz a little confuzin’ & hostile...). I 
think the phenomena you’re encountering comes from online service 
and computer system administrators running scared, under the threat of 
all this censorship and making free speech an illegal-type of legislation 
that has been passed (the Communications Decency Act), and more of 
that’s on the horizon. Unfortunately, their chicken-hearted approach is 
akin to this scenario: a law is passed outlawing the wearing of T-shirts, 
with a two year penalty, so clothing stores stop selling them, just to be 
safe, even though the law that was passed is unconstitutional, is being 
challenged in court, etc. All the major on-line services are rushing to 
assure everyone that their service is “safe” from unsavory ideas and 
people. Well, if you want that watered down pap, go to Disney World, 
watch Waltons re-runs, and read Reader Digest. As for the internet, if 
you don’t like the monitored (censored) chat rooms (I assume you’re 
referring to IRC rooms) move on to greener pastures. Until AT&T, 
Coca-Cola, or Mitsubishi find a way to buy the internet and sell it back 
to us, there’s always another site, web, or chat room to find or form... 

—Douglas 
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to: udogrec @interaccess.com 

I figured you should see this in person, before you read it in some 
other zine. Here’s the scoop: 

Ben Foster is a good pal of mine. He’s helped me out of lotsa tight 
jams. He and his galpal have been there even when I flaked out and 
arrived at O’Hare on the wrong day! I’d trust my balls in his hands. Ben 
does not like your zine. 

I’ve never met you guys in person, so I have no personal feelings 
toward you. You’ve cost me $56 (originally underestimated) by sending 
me an email version of your zine. You did apologize, but didn’t help 
make up the cost. You’ ve never done me any favors. I like your zine. 

What can I say? I calls it like I sees it. My pals from over there 
stateside (I’m in Ulaanbaatar, Mongolia now), have sent me all kinds of 
back issues. They’re consistently funny, with writing that ranges from 
decent to outstanding. (Exception: some of the dumb answers you give 
letters (now there’s a ball you can run with!) You’ ve got an attitude, 
and you don’t take shit. Hurrah! You seem dedicated to the local scene 
and open minded enough to slough your feed from more than the pure- 
punk trough. Hurrah! 

What else can I say but keep up the good work? Keep me on the 
(print!) list. Ben is still my best pal in Chicago—and one of the few 
people who I personally trust. But... well, I already told ya’. 

Bayartai, 

—Mykel Board/mykel @magicnet.mn 


Mykel, “Ben doesn’t like your zine...” No news to us. He's a good 
guy, when you're on his side; then one day, he snaps, and you're "cast 


out" of his circle, like, me & Underdog, Russ Forster, Mark Ruvolo, 
Joey Vindictive, etc. It's a shame. Now he's cast everyone in the whole 
Chicago scene out but himself, sounds lonely. Whatever. 

| Thanks for the feedback. About the $56.00--how were we to know? 
If someone fed their grandmother our zine and she choked on it, we're 
not going to foot the bill! But, since you liked the zine, and requested to 
be on our list, I've drummed up a compromise: we'll send you our next 
56 issues, and that should even things out. Send us an address, let us 
know what was the last issue you have, and we'll go from there. 

Keep the feedback coming, and give Ben a vague shrug the next 
time you see him. Although he's supposedly still in the area, isn't it iron- 
ic that someone who has been living in Mongolia for a year will see 
him before any in the local scene does! ?!? 

Really Mykel, although we try very hard to ignore the praise 
and/or condemnation from the rest of the world, and especially the 
famous, I can personally say that we're glad you like it for the right 
reasons, and your compliments are a dandy pat on the back for all of 
us. Thanks, and keep in touch! : 

—Douglas 


Dear Mykel, letter answering department, here. We are sooo hon- 
ored that you specifically pointed our our work with the magazine. We 
are also sooo bummed that you had a kinda negative thing to say about 
the work we’ve been doing. How can we do what we do better? Give us 
direction, please! We'll be waiting by the mailbox. Thanks again, sooo 
much. 

—Letter answerers 


eet Seems 


— 40 words, $1.00. — 
If we don’t like what your classified is about, we won’t 
print it. PLEASE make sure it is typed or printed 
CLEARLY!!! If we can’t read it, we won’t print it. 


ROOMMATE WANTED Chicago- Private bedroom in 4000 sq. ft. loft 
on Milwaukee ave. w/ graphic production facilities $450 mo.+ 1/3 utili- 
ties - Kurt 312 862 2015 


Get the DYNOMITES debut 7”. 4 songs of catchy pop punk delight. 
Punk rock inspired by girls we had dumb crushes on. $3.00ppd. on 
pee-pee vinyl. To: Sell Out Records, 1350 Sherwood, Highland Park, 
IL 60035. Ya-hoo 


Operation: Cliff Clavin “freedom of choice” 23 song CD 5$ ppd. Touring 

all summer. 5810 W. Willis Rd., Georgetown, IN 47122-9117. “top 

ed 7 song 7” still avail. We sound just like J/CHURCH ask anyone. 
a. 


Plan-It-X Records mail order wants you to have a catalog of cheap as 
be punk records so send a stamp to: 5810 W. Willis Rd., Georgetown, 
N 47122-9117 


T-shirt and custom tattoo designs, posters, jacket art and much more. 
Convict artist can make your dreams or nightmares come true. Write 
Johnny “El Trampo” Frampton 286319, Rt. 4, Box 1500, Beaumont, TX 
77705 (See his artwork in this issue.) 


The backwoods terror’s been bom, and its name is Hatespawn. Satan 
on the pen, and the bottle. Interviews with DAS KLOWN, 10-96, 
APARTMENT 213, MELISSA MOORE. For Hatespawn #1, send $2 
to: Scab, 3745 Pearson Ave., Philadelphia PA 19114 


Drummer seeking guitar & bass for “serious” punk rock band in the 
Chicago area (near north side). | am totally committed to the D.I.Y punk, 
all-ages ethic. If you wanna play altema-swill at the Metro & Lounge Ax 
and “make it in the music business”, do not call me. Me: age 27 but not 
old and jaded. | like punk music that rocks. I’m not into sweet pop “punk” 
or a-million-miles-an-hour hardcore. You: reliable, have own equipment 
& transportation. Experience would be helpful, but is not required—a 
sense of humor is. (312) 276-6062 or email: kswift@interaccess.com 


909 -483 -2979 


"Bad Mo ove 2Pes 


ied 


i st, ¢ Punk from "1 Burning, 1, tc 
1asene" — no, Nevada mN 


From 


CD - $10 ppd. US / $12 elsewhere. LP/Cass. - $7 ppd. US ' $10 elsewhere. Send 3 stamps (b y im M m HT m) 
for a free sticker and huge catalog of rare and new punkshit (free with any order}. PO Box 7000-117 
Alta Loma, CA 91701 


DR. STRANGE RECORDS: Destroying Society One Mind At A Time 


Internet: http:/www.cyberg8t.com/drstrange 


Call and listen: 


Naked Raygun - Cheap Trick - Iggy Pop 
gent raked Elvis Costello - Effigies Press 


banned. Bios. Beane fos. PoE 
The Bollweevils - Tom Jones - Oblivion — 
Grandmaster Flash - Stray Cats - Pegboy 

vis - Adam Ant - AND MANY MORE! 
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By Michelle Belacic 


Work Schmerk: or How | Entered Into a Life of Prostitution 


| grew up, like any red-blooded American child, 
believing that work was absolutely necessary to ensure 
strong mental health, keep society running smoothly 
and provide security for oneself. Money was a oe 
thing and when | was young | knew beyond any doubt 
that the only way to avoid murdering my parents before 
| was twenty was to 1. buy a car and 2. move out (we 
didn’t get along very well). Of course, | needed money 
to accomplish these monumental goals, so at the tender 
age of fifteen | entered the work force...It was great! | 
spent about ten hours a week doing something new and 
somewhat interesting and at the end of the week | got a 
check. | couldn’t believe it! Money! Just for farting 
around for a few hours 
a week | got cold hard 
cash which | could 
spend any way | wanted 
to! 


At the time | was 
making $3.90 an hour 
which was 40 cents 
above minimum wage. 
| couldn’t believe it! In 
my mind | wasn’t worth 
$3.50, let alone a 
whole, entire $3.90 per 
hour, so imagine my 
delight for pulling one 
over on those suckers 
who were willing to pay 
me such an extraordi- 
nary amount_ of 
money!...Little did | realize that | would be working at, 
or just above minimum wage for at least the next eight 
years of my life. Sometime after the third or fourth year 
reality truly struck me upside the head. 

Along with all the other myths of the importance 
of work that were force-fed to me as | was growing up, 
the myth of greater experience equaling greater pay was 
the hardest to recover from when it crumbled to dust. | 
had always tried to be a model employee. | followed 
orders, | was responsible and | was efficient. At any job 
that | stayed with for more than a few months | invari- 
ably got a promotion. At one point | was even mAbaps 
ing five people (hey, that was pretty good for an eigh- 
teen-year-old). It was after this job that | realized what 
a sham work actually was. After quitting this job | went 
in search of a better paying one. | had graduated high 
school, which had to be worth something, | naively 
believed, and |.had worked for over a year as a store 
manager. With these accomplishments under my belt | 
confidently began searching for a well-paying job. | got 
shat on. | could only work Mp Re eee were no 
management positions open for me. | was only eigh- 
teen...part of an expendable work-force. | had a high 


school diploma...so fucking what? After months of 
searching | was forced to settle with, you guessed it, 
another minimum wage job. It was then that | realized 
that work wasn’t the equal trade that | had grown up 
believing it to be. 

e final, crushing blow to my naive belief in 
the “experience equals pay” myth was ironically pro- 
vided by my father, the person who was mostly respon- 
sible for instilling it in the first place. My immigrant 
father who believed to the core of his being in the fair- 
ness of the system and the opportunities that abounded 
in the United States was laid off from his job after 15 
years of loyal service, not because he was a bad 
employee, not because 
the company was going 
under, but because of 
the sole fact that the 
company owners want- 
ed to cut costs. All 
union members were 
fired in a move to cut 
costs and lower salaries. 
Non-union employees 
were hired in_ their 
places which the com- 
pany owners expected 
the previous employees 
(my father included) to 
train. They walked. It 
didn’t make a differ- 
ence. The company 
owners hired someone 
to train the new employees and life continued pretty 
much as usual. 

The realization of the lack of humanity and the 
cold, machine-like automaton that employees are seen 
as angered me. It really pissed me Off tb feel expend- 
able and powerless and from that time on | dumped all 
the myths and began living by a new rule called “look 
out for number one.” If | had a job | would do the least 
amount of work required to keep it, always looking out 
for something better. Loyalty was no longer in my 
vocabulary and | was always prepared to move on at 
any moment. 

Instead of being compensated for experience 
and education (if you can call four years of high school ° 
‘education’) | was lumped into the unfortunate category 
of‘ “cheap labor.” pei Because the employers got 
away with it. It basically comes down to one simple 
question. “What is the least amount of money you are 
willing to accept in exchange for your time and pro- 
ductivity?” State your price, come to an agreement, put 
out, get paid. Yeah, a bit of experience and education 
may give you a bit of an edge...Just like a tight ass might 
get a hooker a few more bucks from her John. 


See a | 
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Have You Read The Unabomber Manifesto? 


No, probably not. Why bother—you’ve been told what’s in it. You’ve heard about it, ...uh ...somewhere. 
Besides, wasn’t the guy a nut who lived in a tar paper shack, and couldn’t get laid? The manifesto was 
just about how “technology” was “bad”, wasn’t it? 


WRITE 1 


PRES 


AND WE RETURN TO WILD MATURE... 


CAN ISTILL HAVE MY CARPHONE? 


Or was it? There’s only one way to really find out. Read it. You can’t find a copy, right? Too hard to 
find? Well, on September 19th, 1995, this 175,000 character, 35,000 word, 1762 sentence, 300+ paragraph 
piece, titled Industrial Society and its Future, appeared as an 8-page insert in the Washington Post news- 
paper. Soon afterwards, it appeared in countless other publications, as well having been instantly spread 
across the world-wide internet. Within weeks of publication, a copy could be found in most every 
library and university in the country. It’s there right now. 


But why should you bother? Well, by not reading it, you’ve missed out on an articulate, complete, accu- 
rate set of ideas about a phenomena that effects all of us. It’s about how we're all getting fucked over, 
lied to, and feeling shitty, because we’re running like mad in the wrong direction. It’s about why things 
suck, and how they'll probably suck more in the future. This is about what punk rock is about: the frus- 
tration and angst of corporate America, the oppressive boredom of the suburbs, and the absurdity of the 
“American dream” lies fed to us from childhood. However, unlike punk rock, this doesn’t try to put it 
into a two-minute song, it lays it out in a 50+ page article, with footnotes, and it kicks ass. Some people 
say it’s too complex to read, but those people complain they can’t program a VCR. True, the language 
used is educated, but this is no treatise on high-energy particle physics. This is a straight forward read. 


What is so special about this? There are many writings and philosophies out there similar to the 
Unabomber’s manifesto; thousands are printed every year, and no one reads them, either. But this piece 
was written by a very smart person, is thoroughly documented, and came to light under bizarre circum- 
stances. Moreover, it’s very good, and to the point. In addition, what seems amazing to me is that here 
we have the focus of an incredible event (17 years of bombings, and an agreement to stop if the mani- 
festo is printed, etc.), and miraculously, this non-mainstream, radical piece of writing is at the forefront 
of our nation’s attention, and then, poof, it is gone. No one talks about it. Instead, they wonder if the 
Unabomber is Weird Al Yankovic, or if he’s gay. How can that be? How can we ignore even basic curios- 
ity enough to lift the first page and start in? Have we truly become so docile? However, I am not about 
to argue about the twisted path that led the Unabomber manifesto to be printed. The facts, and people’s 
feelings about the Unabomber’s actions (the bombings/killings, of course!), the group FC, suspect Ted 
Kaczynski, the FBI, the newspaper’s decisions to print the piece, and anything else, are simply irrelevant 
to my point. The events happened, and the circumstances exist, but that doesn’t change the contents of 
the manifesto. If Charles Darwin was a wife-beater, does that invalidate The Origin of Species? But when 
underground ideas get this kind of “chance” to be heard by so many people, and then not even the so- 
called “punks” or underground people or whatever read the thing, we are really saying that we don’t 
want to hear new ideas. We owe it to ourselves to read this thing; every individual needs to prove to 
him or herself that they are smarter than the media/government/social climate that would have us 
reject sight unseen, ideas that it classifies as “undesirable.” 
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Certainly, the media and the FBI have not helped us out. They have been working overtime to churn out 
the soundbites and buzz-words, in an effort to obliterate any focus on the ideas involved. Instead, we 
learn that the manifesto is “anti-technology” (thus, crazy = bad); we learn that suspect Ted Kaczynski 
couldn’t get laid (thus, dysfunctional = bad) and that his parents were mean (thus, dysfunctional = bad); 
he lived alone in the mountains (thus, weirdo = bad). This process of negative word association assured 
that any possible validity of the ideas expressed in the manifesto would be discredited long before any- 
one goes to the trouble to get a copy and read it! Was this mass rejection of the Unabomber’s manifesto 
from the mere embarrassment of the FBI over the fact that they couldn’t catch the bomber, and of the 
media because they were manipulated into printing the manifesto, or by you and me because we don’t 
want to believe anything other than this person is an isolated case? 


WORIT ED 
PRES 


What is more surprising is that there was actually a bit of quality media exposure to the phenomena of 
the Unabomber’s ideas. Very thorough and comprehensive articles have appeared on the subject in such 
mainstream publications as Time (by Robert Wright, The Evolution of Despair, August 28, 1995 Volume 
146, No. 9) and The Nation (Kirkpatrick Sale, September 25, 1995), as well as in countless other publica- 
tions. Despite this, I know of almost no one who has braved the psychological gamut of anti-manifesto 
propaganda to actually read the damn thing. It is sad to note that I have heard more spontaneous discus- 
sions about the contents of McDonald’s new hamburger, the “Arch Deluxe,” than conversations about 
what the Unabomber was saying. 


Here’s some bits from the manifesto, to get you started. Please note that the manifesto is written in such 
a way as to build up from one point to the next, so it becomes very difficult to portray the whole piece 
by chopping it into little parts, but here are a few: 


¢ (from {| 64.) “Very widespread in modern society is the search for "fulfillment." But we 
think that for the majority of people an activity whose main goal is fulfillment (that is, a 
surrogate activity) does not bring completely satisfactory fulfillment. In other words, it 
does not fully satisfy the need for the [achievement].” 


(from §] 65.) “Moreover, where goals are pursued through earning money, climbing the sta- 
tus ladder or functioning as part of the system in some other way, most people are not in a 
position to pursue their goals AUTONOMOUSLY. Most workers are someone else's 
employee as, as we pointed out in paragraph 61, must spend their days doing what they 
are told to do in the way they are told to do it. Even most people who are in business for 
themselves have only limited autonomy. It is a chronic complaint of small-business per- 
sons and entrepreneurs that their hands are tied by excessive government regulation. Some 
of these regulations are doubtless unnecessary, but for the most part government regula- 
tions are essential and inevitable parts of our extremely complex society. A large portion of 
small business today operates on the franchise system. It was reported in the Wall Street 
Journal a few years ago that many of the franchise-granting companies require applicants 
for franchises to take a personality test that is designed to EXCLUDE those who have cre- 
ativity and initiative, because such persons are not sufficiently docile to go along obedient- 
ly with the franchise system. This excludes from small business many of the people who 
most need autonomy.” 


(from 4] 65.) “It is true that primitive man [man before industrialization, living in small 
communities] is powerless against some of the things that threaten him; disease for exam- 
ple. But he can accept the risk of disease stoically. It is part of the nature of things, it is no 
one's fault, unless it is the fault of some imaginary, impersonal demon. But threats to the 
modern individual tend to be MAN-MADE. They are not the results of chance but are 
IMPOSED on him by other persons whose decisions he, as an individual, is unable to 
influence. Consequently he feels frustrated, humiliated and angry.” 


(from {| 70.) “Thus primitive man for the most part has his security in his own hands 
(either as an individual or as a member of a SMALL group) whereas the security of mod- 
ern man is in the hands of persons or organizations that are too remote or too large for him 
to be able personally to influence them. So modern man's drive for security tends to fall 
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into groups 1 and 3; in some areas (food, shelter, etc.) his security is assured at the cost of 
only trivial effort (1), whereas in other areas he CANNOT attain security (3). (The forego- 
ing greatly simplifies the real situation, but it does indicate in a rough, general way how 
the condition of modern man differs from that of primitive man.)” 


You, me, and everyone around us are constantly bitching about the same things the Unabomber mani- 
festo hits upon time and time again. Have you ever heard anyone complain about the mindlessness of 
the suburbs-to-work-then-home rat race? Or the 2.5 children American dream myth? Or the bitterness 
they feel at not being appreciated, and even being used, by their employers? The Unabomber’s 
Manifesto takes all these common observations into account, and puts them into a larger picture. It 
attempts to identify where the situation comes from, and where it’s going. And it does a frighteningly 
good job. 


And, it doesn’t mention bombing anyone, even once. 
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So, stick that in your pipe and smoke it. Get it, read it. 


Among the hundreds of places to get the Unabomber manifesto from the internet, you can go to: 
Unabom Information Center, http://pages.prodigy.com/gvmm68e/home.html 
Unabomber Political Action Committee, http:/ /www.paranoia.com/unapack/ 


The little “Write-in Pres. Unabomber” designs were stolen with love from the unapack WWW page. They 
are available as stickers, and are $1 each. All proceeds go to support the campaign. List at least three slo- 
gans in order of preference in case they're out of your favorite(s). Add an extra $1 for for shipping and 
handling, i.e. if you want two stickers, send $3. Absolutely NO personal checks! Send securely wrapped 
cash or postal money order to: UNAPACK, P.O.Box 120494, Boston, MA 02212, unapack@paranoia.com 
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the new album OUT NOW!! 
on LP/CD 
CD $8ppd North America/$10 World 


LP $7ppd North America/$10 World 


These 7”s also available: 

All Day “Cry For Help” 

Das Klown/Drain Bramaged split 7” 
The Fixtures “Screw The World” 


“4 c é 7”s are $3.50ppd N.A./$5ppd World 


i Also available “NOTHING TO BELIEVE IN” CD only comp w/ 36 bands. 


geo of other Includes, Voodoo Glow Skulls, Blount, Das Klown, Horace Pinker, All Day, riotgun., Swoons, The Fixtures, 
feeb caldiog: Fury 66, Rhythm Collision, Drain Bramaged, No Consent, Youth In Asia, Vitamin L, Naked Aggression, 
with order. The Fumes, The Meatmen, The Process, Insult, Apocalypse Hoboken, The Suspects, Moral Crux, 
sand biick money Sanity Assassins, Monkhouse, PUS, Glue Gun, Media Blitz, Shlumpf, Rancid Hell Spawn, 
order orwellhidden Wrong Way Right, Youth Gone Mad, Perturbed, SGW, Legitime Defonce, Spunk & Cruel and Unusual. 


cash to: $8ppd N.A./$10ppd World 
Know Records, P.O. Box 4830, Long Beachy CA 90804 = 310-426-6766 fax Knowrec@aol.com 


a wee _ es 
a 2 ~” 
%- Py os ‘ 
e. .. Sale : € ¥. 
» 4 - 
‘ oy: 2 
€ a  . 
* oP ay 
= i i 
- t 
6 
ao 
i - i 4 
oe ‘ ; 


if § aS 
HICKEY AND 


‘ f sto8t ‘swags op cil 


The one on the left is the first 10 incher by The McRackins! 
Eight new songs, recorded in their very own garage. This 
EP, entitled "Short & Sweet", is also available on CD, either 


° 
. 


ne 
a 


format only $7 postpaid. Includes, "Mickey and Mallory", 
"Colorado Van Crash", and "Polyanna”. The one on the right 
is "In On The Yolk", the McRackins recent LP/CD, their fourth! 
It's got 14 fast catchy punk tunes that zip right by, leaving 
you in a music induced frenzy! Also available, full length CDs 
from The Dogmatics, Parasites, Jawbreaker, Droogies, and 


HARD HITTING PUNK ROCK, 


1$ FOR DEMO OR TRADE FOR Mark Brodie & The Beaver Patrol. Also, singles from 
ZINE, TAPE ETC. WANT ALL Sunnychar, Loose Change, Jawbreaker, Parasites, 
AGES GIGS. SEND SASE. C/O McRackins, and Mark Brodie & The Beaver Patrol. (for a 

catalog send a SSAE to Shredder, 75 Plum Tree #3, San 
TOM MCCARTHY 859 N. Rafael, CA 94109) Mail order from Subterranean, 


WOLCOTT 2R CHI. IL. 60622 checks payable to Subterranean, P.O. 2530, Berkeley, CA 


94702. CD's $9, Singles $3.50, LP's $8 each postpaid. 


G 0 E S D E A F Chicago's most DANGERO uth cord store 


~ 
% 
me 
% 
3 


* (©S-W) UpiU-wey,}, 


fA 
I 
. 
r 


——— J 
oo > 
N 


poet 


— 


< 


agama" 


(ns) g-uoou 


WEBpage/Mailorder: http:/www.mcs.co 
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"(* ka is back.” One can make a state- 
ent about this musical sub-genre, 

much like one could make the 
statement, “bell bottoms are back in 
style.” Why? Because, firstly, ska at one 
time went away—like the bell bottoms of 
the late-60’s and 70's, praise be to the 
gods; and secondly, ska, as a musical sub 
genre, is becoming a cyclical style, going 
in and out of fashion, just as bell bottom 
blue jeans have. Unfortunately, in ska’s 
case, it comes and goes, and eventually 
its aficionados forget, utterly, whence it 


parasite of them all: Paul Simon. | guess 
David Byrne was a little young yet.) 


Despite all the style and accou- 
trements appearing to be British, ska is 
from Jamaica. And not from 17 years ago, 
but something more like 32 or 33 years 
ago. 

It was the early-60s; Jamaica and the 
rest of the Caribbean were known pri- 
marily for calypso and Limbo, and Harry 
Belafonte. On the local level, musical 
influences were filtering into the island 
from all directions. Jamaica had its own 
home-grown style of island music called 
“mento”. Local musicians began to 
incorporate a variety of styles into the 


originally came. 

| think we should begin by addressing 
the history of ska because, alas, few of its 
current followers have any idea of ska’s 
beginnings, and “those who do not know 
their ska history are doomed to repeat it.” 


Despite what the casual observer of 
the current ska scene may conclude, ska 
did not originate in 1979 with the found- 
ing of Two-Tone Records in Limeyland at 
the hands of a racially homogenous mix 
of very short-haired, soon-to-be-suit- 


mento framework. Rhythm and blues 
from the U.S.A. became hugely popular. 
Local bands covered these R & B num- 
bers and a fledgling record industry was 
begun on a purely DIY level. Because of 
the extreme poverty of the average per- 
son in Jamaica, most music lovers could- 
n’t afford to buy many records or pay to 
see live music performed. Most musi- 
cians Catered to the hotel and tourist set 
anyway. A traveling sound system net- 
work arose to fill the vacuum. Promoters 
put on_dances in area towns with 
portable sound systems and hired DJs 
with huge record collections of primarily 
American R & B gems. Demand for new 


wearing, lay-abouts. No, as usual with all 
Limey musical movements, the style was 
first developed in a different part of the 
world, on that little Caribbean island that 
has given the world so much musical 
innovation—Jamaica. The island that 
gave a much-needed shot in the arm to a 
number of 60s has-beens and waning 70s 
careers. Clapton and the STONES had 
already gone to Jamaica to parasitically 
draw some energy from the golden-era 
reggae being produced during the mid- 
70s (not to mention the master musical 


music was huge. Local musicians began 
incorporating the styles from these 
imported records into their original 
repertoire, and began to record these 
songs on vinyl. They responded to the 
demands of their audience, through the 
feedback of DJs and sound system pro- 
moters. “Faster and louder” was the call! 
They made music that was faster and 
louder. Ska was born. 


In the book Reggae International by 
Stephen Davis and Peter Simon, guitarist 
Ernest Ranglin, in an interview, claims, “I 
was the first person who did ska. | did it 
for Coxsone (Clement “Coxsone” Dodd, 
an early Jamaican producer/sound sys- 


LL a 


tem operator). 

For those of you who have heard the 
soundtrack or seen the movie The Harder 
They Come, the names of Desmond 
Dekker and the MAYTALS (before Toots 
was featured) may be familiar. These stars 
were actually from ska’s last gasp, in the 
days prior to reggae’s emergence. One 
band clearly had the biggest influence on 
ska and was the greatest star. They were 
called the SKATALITES. The SKATALITES 
were also the very first to incorporate the 
genre’s name into their band name, 
something that many current bands have 
a penchant for. 

When they formed in 1963, the indi- 
vidual Skatalites were all accomplished 
musicians in their own right. With one hit 
song after another, the SKATALITES 
moved to the forefront of ska; however, 
their success and relatively quick demise 
would foreshadow the lot for all ska 
bands. By 1966, leader and premier 
trombonist Don Drummond's life had 
ended tragically. “Nourished by white 
rum and ganja and maddened by the lack 
of recognition for his talent, Drummond 
murdered his girlfriend and died in a 
Kingston asylum,” according to Reggae 
International. 

The Jamaica of the mid-60s was expe- 
riencing some of the same upheavals and 
social unrest as the U. S. and Western 
Europe. Social consciousness was enter- 
ing the music scene more and more. 
Rastafarianism was growing in populari- 
ty. “Happy feet” dancing and the general 
light-heartedness of ska no longer reflect- 
ed the dissatisfaction that the people felt 
for their lot in life. The WAILERS (again, 
before Marley became the star) released 
the song, Simmer Down in 1964 and 
captured the feelings of tension within 
the country at the time; they also slowed 
down the beat. 

At this same time, the “Rude Boy” 
movement was beginning. The name is 
self-explanatory. The previously men- 
tioned movie, The Harder they Come 
perfectly illustrates the Rude Boy mental- 
ity: the movie follows the exploits of Ivan 
(ideally played by reggae star Jimmy 
Cliff), a rude boy come down from the 
hills, a “country boy” in the big city 
(Kingston) to make his fortune as a singer. 
Inevitably, he is crushed. Ivan lashes out 
and goes out in a hail of bullets. Heroic, 
but ventilated. The music from the movie, 
like that of the period, is slowed down, 


and there is more focus placed on the _ 


vocals than on the wild horn instrumen- 
tation of ska. 


Supposedly, the story goes, the sum- 
mer of 1966 was particularly hot in 
Jamaica. Ska dancing was too fast, the 
beat too driving, the dancing too hot. The 
sound system enthusiasts didn’t want to 
dance to ska; they wanted music slowed 
down. The producers delivered, the beat 
was slowed. Thus began the process, 
from ska to “rock steady”, to modern reg- 
gae. 

As ska records were being made in 
Jamaica, they were also being exported, 
along with Jamaican immigrants. Some 
ska music made it to the little island 
across the sea, to Jamaica’s former colo- 
nial masters. “Before long, England 
developed its own local equivalent of the 
whole sound system scene that was 
occurring in Jamaica. But in England 
there were a small number of whites who 
liked the music, too, and they became 
known as “skinheads” due to their bald- 
ness and mohawk hair style. They even 
tried to copy Jamaican music and made 
their own records. The most famous 
group, called SYMARIP, made the. most 
well known skinhead record called 
Skinhead Moon Stomp, and there were 
other groups, like the SUPERBOYS and 
the MOHAWKS. These days, due to the 
fanaticism of such (Limey) ska revivalists 
as MADNESS, the SPECIALS and 
SELECTER, once again there is renewed 
interest in the ska sound,” Hank Holmes 
wrote in the liner notes for the LP, 
Jamaica Ska, a record of all authentic, 
original ska. 

The year is 1979. The 1977 wave of 
punk had set the stage for independently- 
produced records and the DIY aesthetic. 


According to Two-Tones record label 
founder and SPECIALS band leader Jerry 
Dammers, “It remained for racially 
mixed bands like the SPECIALS to redis- 
cover and resuscitate ska, in much the 
fashion that the STONES had embraced 
and proselytized for R & B.” (Interesting 
analogy in that the STONES aren’t racial- 
ly mixed, but they’re all Limeys anyway.) 

And with that year, the ska revival 
exploded with the big four (SPECIALS, 
MADNESS, the ENGLISH BEAT and 
SELECTER) having their respective hit 
records on both sides of the Atlantic. 
With the music, these Limeys also creat- 
ed a visual style; a dress, a look. First the 
black and white checkerboard pattern of 
the Two-Tone label was exported. The 
wearing of the mod-style clothing, i.e., 
sharkskin suits with all skinny styling 
(ties, lapels and collars), along with little 
fedora-like porkpie hats, was found to be 


necessary. 

' There’s nothing like a movie (with all 
its distortions and memory lapses) to set 
the standard for how a movement should 
look. The ska fan of the late-70’s and 
early-80’s need only to see the WHO's 
Quadrophenia to know how Sting would 
dress and behave in various situations 
and, therefore, how they, themselves, 
should dress and behave. From watching 
the movie, did they not realize the 
inevitability of being beaten up by a 
“rocker?” ; 

One need only to have gone to one of 
the cooler local clubs of the early to mid- 
80’s in any larger cosmopolitan area to 
have seen the faction of uniformly uni- 
formed ska/mod devotees arriving on 
their be-mirrored scooters. The style rules 
were rigorous and they were enforced. 

By this time, ska’s Limey big four had 
all made interesting stylistic changes. The 
SPECIALS, the driving force behind the 
resurgence, had been reduced to doing 
covers of the GO-GO’s as FUN BOY 
THREE. The ENGLISH BEAT, after setting 
the stage with their first record’s version 
of an Andy William’s song, became 
almost as saccharine as Squeeze in the 
band) GENERAL PUBLIC. And finally, 
perhaps worst of all, MADNESS recorded 
the song Our House, one of the most 
nauseating ditties ever, which went on to 
be the music for an Eckrich sausage 
advertisement. If this isn’t chilling fore- 
shadowing, what is? 

By the late-80s/early-90s, ska was 
gone, replaced by the melancholy doom 
and gloomers or the first of the ravers, in 
whatever direction the bovine 
anglophiles were being led at the 
moment. 

But now ska is back, in a big way. 
Bigger than the first revival, even. You see 
the VOODOO GLOW SKULLS modeling 
fashions in Rolling Stone magazine. 
That’s the punk rock aesthetic we all like 
to see. 


At least with the various rockabilly 
revivals, homage is always paid to the 
founders. You don’t see many of the cur- 
rent rockabilly crop looking like the 
STRAY CATS or sounding like Nick Lowe 
and Dave Edmunds, and for this we 
should all be eternally grateful. 


Any of you new ska fans out there, 
give Jamaican ska, from Jamaica, a listen. 
They wore those suits in 1964 because 
everyone did, not just the people in the 
ska world. Check out what Jamaican ska 
really sounds like. You might like it. 


(Buffy a Sissy 
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I. The Prologue 


Hi. Remember me? I’m Augustus the Blond Houseboy. Well, 
not just any houseboy. Buffy’s and Sissy’s houseboy...Um, former 
houseboy. Actually, my job situation is tenuous. Buffy and Sissy 
said to me, Uh, Augie Doggie! There’s been some downsizing in the 
Houseboy Department, so HIT THE ROAD, JACK! Whoa, wait! 
For those of you who don’t remember... That’s probably most of you 
because who really reads this column anyway? Or this entire zine 
for that matter?! I mean if you read such literary bastions as Punk 
Planet...Well, then you really wouldn't be reading this rag. But I 
think I digress. 

Anyway, Buffy and Sissy had a major snub 
fest and really put the frost on each other. 
Well, that’s how they phrased it anyway. 
Basically, Buffy and Sissy fought, Buffy and 
Sissy moved out, and Buffy and Sissy left me 
in charge of their male pet Pit Bull Mrs. 
Beasley. For shame. 

What follows is an account of the har- 
rowing events that unfolded betwixt our 
hero-weenies (Uh! Excuse us! Yo mama's a 


hero-weenie!—Buffy and Sissy)...Sigh. 


Il. The Revelation: 

The Underdog Meeting | 
JACK: Well, I think the zine is taking shape. Fy 
Super, super. Patrick did you get that— 
BUFFY: Don't worry! Don't disquiet! I won't F 
be lopsided! ' 
DOUG: Uh, Buffy. We are having a meet- 
ing. If you would please keep your mascara woes 
to yourself— 


MICHELLE: Doug, I think she’s really crying. 

BUFFY: You ain't just whistling Dixie, sweetheart! The end is near! 
So I face the final curtain! 

PATRICK: What's so awful that you're quoting the Chairman of 
the Board? 

BUFFY: It’s BIG!!! It’s 32DD, that’s how big it is! 

JULIE: We got a fucking meeting going on here! Could someone 
find out what the hell is wrong with her?! 

BUFFY: OK! It’s the Big TTT! 

OLIVER: What's the Big TTT? 

PATRICK: (sarcastically) The Big Ta-Ta Tumor? 

BUFFY: That's right, Chiquita-Boy! 

(Patrick slowly gets up, makes like a banana and splits in alarm.) 
BUFFY: But don’t fret! I’ve called Big Boobeez and More, Inc. and 
they said they can make them realistic to the touch. You can’t even 
tell through Versace cashmere! Ohmigod, and they make them 
asymmetrical; ‘cause after all, no one, not even moi, is with twins— 
if you catch my drift...and we all know mine are as close to perfect 
as they come. 


PETE: (Jumps up) Ohmigod! I’m leaving! I’m getting myself over 
to the Foot! 

DOUG: I am the voice of reason here! Where are the cat scan 
results?! Where’s the CBC results? Have you had a hematocrit? 


BUFFY: I'm absolutely positive, Douglas! There’s no doubt in my 
precious mind that we had joy, we had fun, we had seasons in the 
sun! Now they’re over! 


III. Meanwhile, Where Is Sissy? 


SISSY: Get your filthy-stinko clown paws off of me, Bozo! Take one 
more step with those big red shoes and I’ll clock you right in the 
big red nose, chowderhead! That’s right! Get 
back in your little car with all your little 
clown friends! God, there’s like 20 of you 
sardined in there! Carpooling is one 
thing....Oh, and maybe you should head 
over to the Clinique counter to get...to 
get...oh, just get something and quit wasting 
my time! Just think—I gave up Cirque du 
Soleil for this! : 
Yeah, that’s right. Our little Sissy runned away 
and joined the circus. I didn't think people did 
that for real. If only she hadn't watched that 
episode of Laverne and Shirley... 
BIG TOP OWNER: Sissy! We found you a 
new roomie. If this doesn’t work out, then 
@ we're gonna have to stick you with the ele- 
| phants. 
g SISSY: Ew! Aren't they reptiles?! 
BTO: B-B-Baby, you ain't seen nothing yet! 
SISSY: Uh, could you do something about that 
stutter? Just promise me you won't stick me back 
with the Amazing Wolf Boy again! 
BTO: Here comes you new roommate now! 
SISSY: Oh no! NOT the Bearded Lady!!! 
After Sissy fruitlessly attempted to drown the Bearded Lady in Nair, she 
styled the Bearded Ladys whiskers into a hip Lincoln Park goatee. 
SISSY: There! You don’t look like Father Murphy anymore! 
BEARDED LADY: Gee thanks, Sissy! I’ve read you column in 
Underdog Zine for years! I never imagined that I would ever meet 
you, let alone get a make-over too!!! 
SISSY: Well, it is the supreme duty of those who are members of 
the fashion glitterati to share the wealth with the fashion impover- 
ished. You know, that goatee is the cat’s meow. Put on your best bib 
and tucker and show those big palookas what you’re made of, sista! 
BL: Thanks again, Sissy! I think I may try kickin’ it live with the 
Lion Tamer! 


SISSY: No problemo, dipsy-doodle! That’s what I’m here for! 


IV. Boobage Update #301 


The dark clouds certainly hung low. Buffy was sure she was dying. It was 
not uncommon to find her outside the Fireside clad all in black with a 


BUFFY: Read all about it! My tumor! Woe is moi! Hey you little 
fifteen year-old crud bucket! Take my flyer!!! 

BRIAN SWIFTKICK: So, you're still dying, huh? 

BUFFY: Yeah. I still need a date for my benefit show, too. You 
wanna go, honeykins? 


V, The Search Is Over 


BTO: You got visitors, Sissy. 

SISSY: Wait! Don’t let them in! I’m trying to fix the strap on my 
smart turquoise sequined leotard. One of those lecherous clowns 
tried to grope me! Have you ever thought about keeping them in a 
cage?! 

BTO: They were fine until you got here. You got the magic to make 
them a vat of boiling hormones...Er...Look, like I said, you got 
company. 

SISSY: Aaaaaaah! Marc Ruvolo! Gar Brandt! What in tarnation 
brings you here? 

MARC: I have no idea. 

GAR: Actually, Marc was elected to come haul your ass back home. 
Something terrible has happened! 

SISSY: The ENTIRE Chicago scene elected you to do that?! Wow! 
I still got it!!! 

MARC: Actually...well...Look...Buffy— 

SISSY: Buffy Birdsnot?!?! Don’t talk about her! I hate her! Speak not 
of her unless she kicked the bucket. 

MARC: (looking uncomfortable) 've been elected to bring you 
home because somebody’s got to shut Buffy up. 

GAR: (hitting Marc) Marc, tell her! 

SISSY: Yeah, Marc-E-Poo! Spit it out! 

MARC: Legend has it that Buffy has a tumor. 


SISSY: Jinkys... 


VI. THE END? THE FINAL CURTAIN? PART 2 


Sigh. Well, Sissy returned. She packed her bags and kissed circus 
living good too-da-loo. Well, not before attending the nuptials of 
her former roomy, the Goateed Lady and the Lion Tamer. 
BUFEY: (comes out with hair wrapped in a towel) Oh! It’s you! 
The Circus Girl! Sorry, I don’t have any peanuts to feed you! 
SISSY: Ohmigod, Buffy! Your hair! Where is it?! They started 
chemo already?! Poor Buffy-Doll! 

BUFFY: What are you flapping your gums about, dim bulb? 
SISSY: The cancer! The cancer! 


BUFFY: God, you should know by now that I’m a Libra, Dorkus 
Magnus! 

SISSY: Huh? 

BUFFY: Huh? 

SISSY: So, you're not dying of the Big TTT? 

BUFFY: NO! I thought I had a tumor. I self-examined myself 
through my shirt just like Jenny Jones told me to do and I felt a 


lump. Then I came to find out that that it was just my WonderBra 
getting in a bunch. No one said you had to be naked! 


SISSY: Phew! Thank Chanel you're all right! I guess now that you're 
hunky dory it’s back to the OI’ Big Top for me. 


BUFFY: Wait, you left your great job just to come see me? 
SISSY: Well, I care enough to send the very best: moi! 

Well, that was enough sap to twirl your stomach. Things are 
back to normal now: Mrs. Beasley is woofing gleefully again, the 


pet ducks are quacking contentedly in the bathtub, and the Sock 
Hop is back on! See, sometimes, there are happy endings. Sigh. 
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It all started when I walked into 
The Edge Gallery in Villa Park in 
1983. I was looking for some place 
to show my paintings. Inside there 
was a young man laboring over a very 
strange painting of his own, His name was Bill Harnden. 
We started talking. He told me he was in a band called the 
X-MEN, a punk rock band of sorts. They were comprised of 
a drummer and two guitarists who switched off playing 
bass. They were interested in finding a full-time bass play- 
er. Well, it just so happened that I had played bass in a 
band the year before that broke up when we all graduated 
from college and went our separate ways. 


We practiced once before we played at a X-mas party in 
the basement of Bill's parent’s house. There was a keg and 
about twelve people standing around. Things were going 
fine until we played Salami Torpedo, a song we came up 
with at the Wag’s Restaurant just before the party. It went: 
“Met a girl and I thought she was neat-o/Stole her from a 
guy named Guido/Took her out to have a burrito/Then | 
showed her my Salami Torpedo.” Everybody left. 


Our first real gig was opening for the BONEMEN OF 
BARUMBA (you remember them, right?). It was at this 
bizarre place called Mr. C’s Across the Street, on 
the far west side on Chicago Ave., sev- 
eral blocks east of Austin Ave. It .4 
was an out-of-business disco J 
with all the trimmings—mirror 
balls, velvet couches, wading 
pools. The most impressive 
was the huge fluorescent blue 
swordfish on the wall of the 
“dressing room.” There wasa % 
rib joint downstairs and we all 
had ribs and Champale (you : 
remember Champale, right?) 
for dinner. 


by Ron Richter 


alias Onray Havndar 
alias Beardicus Enormous 


People kept diving on the stage 
and into the drum set while we 
played. This was a bad thing 

because there was at least a six foot 
drop to the floor behind the drum riser. Mark 
Mosher (the other guitarist) was trying to tune up his gui- 
tar and Bill wouldn't cooperate, soon there was a shoving 
match that became a fist fight. There was something about 
tuning that always made Bill really angry. I just remember 
looking over at Dan Thompson, the drummer, and shaking 
my head. As soon as we finished playing, Mark sat down 
and his head fell back—passed out cold. The only thing I 
remember about the BONEMEN OF BARUMBA was their 
bass player, Marty, who at one point looked disoriented 
and grabbed the stage curtain and fell off the front of the 
stage bringing the curtain down with him. The sound of his 
crashing was really cool. 


When it was time to leave, there were two friends of 
ours who needed a ride home. The whole back of the El 
Camino pickup was filled with equipment, so we had to fit 
five people in the front seat. It took a major feat of contor- 
tion and we had just pulled the door shut when the law 
showed up. I was apprehensive. It was four in the morn- 

ing, we were all blasted and I was only one who 
was legal. Mark, who had only recently 
., tegained consciousness, was sitting in 
a, the driver’s seat with his red 
mohawk. We had a truckload of 
, music equipment and two fif- 
KB teen year old girls as passen- 
gers, and a seating arrange- 
ment that looked like a circus 
act. I opened the door and one of 
the girls fell on the ground. There 
was much giggling. The cops said, 
“What are you doing around here?” We 
told them about the show. They just said, 


“OK, get going.” 

Then we played this thing called the “Festival of the 
Arts” at the University of Chicago. We played out in a little 
courtyard at noon for a bunch of conservative college stu- 
dents eating their lunch. In order to put on our best show 
we felt it our duty to start drinking at 9 AM. The only peo- 
ple who seemed to enjoy our show were a man and woman 
who wandered up with acoustic guitars. They were mem- 
bers of a band called FUDGETUNNEL. The tall, goofy-look- 
ing guy with long, greasy blond hair and the broken Buddy 
Holly glasses held together with scotch tape was Russ 
Forster, the father of Underdog Records. The X-MEN and 
FUDGETUNNEL started playing a lot of shows together 
after that. 

About a year later, Russ decided to start a record com- 
pany with money his family had set aside for him to go to 
graduate school. He decided on the name “Underdog” and 
I designed [plug] the fabulous and sublime logo that graces 
every Underdog product. He asked us and FRIENDS OF 
BETTY if we would like to put out records on his label. We 
both said yes. FRIENDS OF BETTY was a great band that 
featured Tim Rutili, who now heads up RED RED MEAT, 
and John Rowan, 
who is now one of 
those intergalactic 
rock-stud-play- 
boys known col- 
lectively as URGE 
OVERKILL. 


At some point 
prior to our big 
record deal, Dan 
Thompson, our 
drummer had quit 
the X-MEN and 
joined MATERIAL 
ISSUE (which he 
also quit a year 
later and was last 
seen working 
some dismal music 
store job on the 
south side, for 
those of you at home keeping score). Mark switched from 
guitar to drums to fill the vacancy. 


Bill and I were sharing an apartment at the time and 
one day Bill wanted to make a big pot o’ chili and invite a 
few guests and have a nice little dinner on a Sunday night. 
About half way through our first bowl of chili about 30 or 
40 crazed maniacs showed up with 12 packs under their 
arms. Things just got totally out of control—beer and food 
and cigarette butts flying everywhere. At one point, | 
walked into my bedroom and some drug fiends had pulled 
the full-length mirror off the wall and cut out a three foot 
long line of coke on it. 

The next afternoon, Bill and I were sitting around 
bleary-eyed in the national disaster area that had previ- 
ously been our kitchen. Suddenly, Jim Ellison, that 


MATERIAL ISSUE guy shows up in our kitchen, looks in 
our sink and yells, “Ugh, you got a bad sponge in here!!!” 
If only you could have'seen the way he jumped back cring- 
ing. It was hilarious. We could not get over it. 

This, then, was the inspiration for a song I quickly 
penned called Underneath a Bad Sponge. We were mes- 
merized by this whole “bad sponge” concept. We were still 
known as the X-MEN but we had heard of several other 
bands with the same name, so we wanted something new, 
something unique, something no one else would ever think 
of. We thought SPONGE was that name (Oh, well). We 
even named the album, Born Under a Bad Sponge, allud- 
ing to the blues classic, Born Under a Bad Sign. The cover 
art was a depiction of the chili party aftermath. The second 
record, if there had been one was to be entitled, 7he Spong 
Remains the Same. : 

We were convinced that this record was going to be a 
big smash. The artwork and the lyric sheet alone are [plug] 
worth the price of the record. It’s chock full of [plug] won- 
derful melodies: The teen angst of Marlboro Man, the 
social consciousness of Dance of the Boxheads/Orange 
Jubilee, Styrofoam People, The Wallmelter Song, Fish Eye 
Man, the ripping 
social commentary 
of Dead Man's TV, 
the surreal voyage 
that is Underneath 
a Bad Sponge, the 
intellectual 
prowess of Go/ 
Born to Skank! 
was supposed to 
be <the: teen 
anthem for an 
entire generation 
of thankful punk 


rock kids! What 
went wrong?! 
After about a 


thousand drunken 
shows at a dive 
known as Batteries 
Not Included, Bill 
got fed up and moved to Memphis to learn to play the ‘blues’. 
He returned to Chicago about three months later playing his 
own er, ah, ...unique brand of the ‘blues’. He now entertains 
this town frequently as Rockin’ Billy with his band, THE 
WILD COYOTES. Mark Mosher and I went on to form 
SPONGETUNNEL with the aforementioned Russ Forster, 
which enjoyed some success. Mark eventually quit to join a 
pop band called GREEN. Russ moved to Detroit and became 
a filmmaker and now drives around a lot. And last but not 
least in the “Where are they now and who gives a fuck cares 
anyway” file, I went on to form a short-lived concept band, 
MILK, INC., got fed up with everything, sold everything and 
traveled overseas for a while, came back and now am quite 
content with my new band known as BEARDICUS 
ENORMOUS. 
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A BRIEF HISTORY OF COFFEE | 
AND COFFEEHOUSES may be of | 
interest to those who cherish the | 
bitter drink. After all, in the} 
world of punk rock there is a 
huge contingency that thrives on 
the stuff (how else does a zine get 
published anyway?); and then 
there are those who use coffee as 
an equalizer or stabilizer between 
bouts of maintaining a drunk 
punk life style. Well, to get this 
coffee story under way we will 
have to travel outside of the 
Chicagoland area, so please, 
excuse this deviation to the 
Chicago theme of the Underdog 
Zine, and enjoy. 

The use of coffee as we know it 
| began in the Near East, in the 
| lands of Islam, sometime in the 
| mid-fifteenth century. Although 
| there are discrepancies through- 
|out the stories and legends 
| regarding the origins of coffee 
| drinking, there are a couple of 
| points in which there is general 
| agreement. One is that the use of 
| coffee is almost always traced to 
| the Yemen. And second, most sto- 
| ries connect the origin of coffee 
| drinking to certain Sufi religious 
jorders, to which the drink 
| became important for devotional 
| purposes. (Coffee was used by 
| Sufis to give them vigor and 
| alertness in order to exercise | 


Map of modern day Middle East 

| their nocturnal devotions.) It is 
| possible, however, that coffee had 
| been used in more, isolated 
| regions in earlier centuries, but 
| the introduction and spread of 
coffee to other areas in the 
| Muslim world stemmed from the 
| use of it by Sufi orders in the 
| larger cities in the Yemen, during 


| the mid-fifteenth century. Coffee | 


| was sold in the streets and drunk 
| openly in Cairo by the early six- 


temas Sites pst 


teenth century. A decade later it 
reached Syria, and from there it 
continued on to Istanbul around 
the middle of the 1500s. 

Through this span of time, the 
consumpticn of coffee grew to be 
popular with all walks of people, 
not just Sufis who used it for 
spiritual purposes. Others found 
it to be a stimulating accompani- 
ment to socializing. And so the 
coffeehouse was born. However, 
despite its widespread popularity 
within communities, the bliss of 
coffee and coffeehouses did not 
go long interrupted. One of the 
first attempts at the prohibition 
of coffee that is reported took 
place in Mecca in 1511. Later in 
1525-26 not coffee itself, but cof- 
feehouses were the target of 
opposition. Cairo, too, had its 
share of opposition to its coffee 
habits. 


What could possibly be so alarm- 
ing about the act of drinking cof- 
fee that some should try to ban 
it? Well without going into the 
great details concerning the earli- 
est incidents of opposition, it can 
be summed up by saying that 
community authorities were sus- 
picious of the group socializing 
that coincided with coffee drink- 
ing. As coffee was introduced to 
other countries beyond the Arab 
world, similar types of action 
would be taken by the authorities 
of those countries. Fortunately, 
none of the early attempts at 
prohibition of coffee and coffee- 
houses had any lasting effect. 
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THE (STEREOTYPICAL) PuNk 


OF THE QUARTER 


\4 
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QW Activist JK 


As we (my roommates 
Amy and Brad, and 
our friends Jim and Jenna, as well as myself) 
pulled into the lot of the church, we thought the 
evening was going to be weird from the start. 
Something about driving for half an hour with lit- 
tle to no gas was our first clue. Then, when we 
walked in and had a real hard time getting per- 
mission to use one of the readily available tables 
to sell stuff on, we thought it was getting weirder, 
but just you waif. 


The first band we saw was an Evanston straight- 
edge band called FIRCTBORN or something like 
that. Their sound was complete sonic-mud. | 
attribute this to the sound man who had no idea 


U-dog fan Johnny Frampton sent 
in this sample of his artwork for us. 
Check out his classified in the 
“Classifieds” section of Leave All 
for more info. 


Deliveries... 


SEEN: The New Church (In Glenview, II.) 
SEEN: ae 13, 1996 
SEEN: DILLINGER 4 was playing for crying out loud!!! 


by Patrick Scott 


what the hell he was doing. Next came the 
APOSTLES ON STRIKE, friends of mine and 
a very good band indeed. | was standing up 
front to witness the rock until Josh’s 
(A.0.S.’s guitarist) amp bunked out. They 
played 4 really short set plagued with technical 
difficulties, but rocked substantially, anyway. 
Next was some horrible ska band. | mean, I’ve 
been known to rag on ska but this band blew. The 
sound of the room didn’t help much either. They 
were sloppy, boring ska, but this isn’t a show 
review so I'll shut up. Next was a new band from 
Minneapolis who are friends of DILLINGER 4. 
They said they were only going to play a few 
songs, but they played a pretty long time as | 
remember. Now this is where it starts getting 
good, kiddies. 


During this band’s set, 
q rather intoxicated, 
suburban, skater-punk- 
type-guy ran up to 
where we were selling 
records next to Mare of 
Johann’s Face. The kid 
pointed at Mare and 
sputtered, "Dude, man, 
you're in No Empathy 
right?" Mare replied 
with 9 hesitant "Uhhh, 
yeah.” The guy then 
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went 
” bonkers 
and said, 
"Dude, man 
you gotta 
boycott the 
Fireside man, 
right, yeah, 
they're Nazi fas- 
cists man, dude, 
yeah, like don’t ever play there again, yeah, like 
the Fireside sucks!" To this Mare replied with a 
really cheesy grin on his face, "Why should | 
never play the Fireside again?" "Yeah, ummm, 
because those Nazis took my beer, and threw it 
out man!" By now Mare was laughing pretty 
hard, "How old are you?" he asked the kid. 
"Gixteon!" retorted the youth. "Cet lost," snick- 
ered Mare shaking his head. 


Go there you have it, the fourth STEREOTYPI- 
CAL PUNK OF THE QUARTER!! Just remem- 
ber, wherever there is a punk picnic, you'll find 
us. Whenever someone's drunk and acting stupid, 
we'll be there. And whenever someone bitches 
about how the only decent all ages venue in town 


_ doesn’t permit underage drinking, we'll be there 


calling you an idiot. And, if all of these things 
are your personality characteristics, then you too 
may be a STEREOTYPICAL PUNK OF THE 
QUARTER! 


TORTURE KITTY - Torture 
Kitty 7" 

Knonville Tennessce’s pop punk great 
white hope. Six hook filled anthem’ 's of 


LOAD - Lumberjack Death 
Luge 7" 

Three new songs from these heavy as 
fuck Miami Florida residents. These guys 
mean busincss! We dare you to enter the 
ring with this one. HOPO16 
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Frank Lloyd Wright was born in 
1869 in Richland Center, Wisconsin, 
and will always be remembered as 
the father of American architecture. 
An innovator and _ architectural 
genius, the majority of his life was 
spent fighting uphill battles, attempt- 
ing to convince Americans that an 
architecture suited to environment 
and tailored to human-sized propor- 
tions was superior to the copies of 
ancient architecture that designers 
had been so intent on churning out 
during most of Wright’s lifetime. It 
must have been fulfilling to have 


by Michelle Belacic 


lived long enough to prove everyone 
wrong. . 


Wright grew up in the rural farm- 
lands of Wisconsin and although he 
always knew that he would become an 
architect, he was forced to attend the 
University of Wisconsin to study engi- 
neering because his family was too 
poor to send him to an architectural 
school. When Wright was eighteen he 
left for Chicago, against his family’s 
wishes, and got a job as a tracer in an 
architectural firm. Two years later he 
was hired by Louis Henry Sullivan, 


<q The Romeo and Juliet windmill, Spring Green, WI, 1940. 


then considered to be one of the most 
promising architects of the Midwest. 
Sullivan had a huge influence on the 
development of Wright’s architectural 
style. Sullivan, unlike most architects 
of the day, did not incorporate old 
styles of architecture into his designs; 
instead, he strove to create new, imag- 
inative designs in which the parts of a 
building fit together harmoniously 
inside and out. 


At the age ‘of 21, Wright married 
Catherine Lee Tobin and _ began 
designing and building his own house 
on the edge of Chicago, for the large 
family which was soon to follow. At 
about this time a break between 
Wright and Sullivan occurred: Wright 
left Sullivan’s firm and struck out on 
his own. Corporate accounts were 
hard to come by, so in order to sup- 
port his family Wright took on jobs 
designing homes for wealthy clients. It 
was during this time he perfected his 
“Prairie Style” of design for which he 
became famous; low houses with long 
walls, large windows and open living 
spaces, highly suited to the geography 
and climate of the Midwestern prairie. 
His methods of design, though highly 
controversial at the time, are now 
incorporated into almost all building 


designs today. Wright strove to create 
the feeling of space and freedom inside 
the house instead of building many 
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A The Sturges House, 
Brentwood Heights, CA, 1947 
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separate rooms which was so common 
at the time. Wright’s belief was that 
form and function should be one; 
before beginning a design, Wright 
would determine what the use of the 
building was to be and design a form 
to express that use. Though this seems 
like common sense today, it was revo- 
lutionary thinking during a time when 
houses were built more as status sym- 
bols than as comfortable, functional 
living environments. 


Soon after Wright left Sullivan’s 
firm he was given an offer by a suc- 
cessful Chicago architect named 
Daniel Burnham. Burnham offered to 
send Wright to Europe for six years to 
study architecture after which Wright 
would return to a job in Burnham’s 
architectural firm. Though it would 
have ensured financial and profes- 
sional success, Wright declined the 
amazing offer in order to continue the 
development of his own style of archi- 
tecture which he felt was much more 
suited to American life than the copies 
of ancient which 
Burnham’s firm was known for churn- 


architecture 


ing out. 
In 1909, Wright left his wife and 


children for Europe, presumably to 
see his drawings which were being 


printed for a collection published by a 
German company. He left with Mamah 
Cheney, the wife of one of his early 
clients. After their short visit to Berlin 
the two set up house and lived togeth- 
er for two years in Florence, Italy. 
This created a huge scandal in the 
United States and caused Wright to 
lose many potential clients, continuing 
his constant trouble with debts and 
unpaid bills. 

When the two returned, Wright 
built a home for them in Wisconsin 
which he named “Taliesin” from 
which he would make weekly trips to 
his Chicago office. During construc- 
tion of the Midway Gardens, a large 
entertainment complex which includ- 
ed galleries, a ballroom and orchestra 
hall, Wright received terrible news. 
Taliesin had burned to the ground and 
seven people had been killed, includ- 
ing Mrs. Cheney and her two young 
children. It turned out that an igno- 
rant handyman who had become a 
religious fanatic had been convinced 
that the Lord wanted him to do some- 
thing about the unconventional house- 
hold in which he worked. What the 
man did was pour gasoline in the living 
room and set fire to it. He then locked 
the top half of a Dutch door leading 


from the room and waited beside it 
with an ax. Some of the people who 
died that day were killed by the fire; 
the rest were killed by the ax as they 
stooped low to duck under the door 
and flee the fire. 


Wright was devastated. This event 
marked the beginning of a period of 
emotional and economic depression 
for Wright. During the next fifteen 
years Wright designed and built the 
Imperial Palace Hotel in Tokyo, the 
Hollyhock House in Los Angeles and 
experimented with inexpensive prefab 
housing using concrete blocks in an 
effort to make well-designed, livable 
affordable. Wright 


received very little attention for these 


houses more 


accomplishments and was even criti- 
cized by some fellow architects for 
problems which arose from the “con- 
crete block” houses. Wright was also 
experiencing personal difficulties with 
his short-lived new marriage, severe 
economic problems, and a fire which 
almost completely destroyed the 
rebuilt Taliesin. Wright remarried 
and rebuilt Taliesin a third time which 
brought his debts to nearly $60,000. 
Finally, the bank took over Taliesin 
and Wright and his new family were 
ousted. Some of Wright’s friends 


The Pauson House, Phoeniz, AZ, 1941 VW 


helped to raise some money to cover 
the debts, but Wright was unable to 
pay off all the debts and, even worse, 
was unable to come across new archi- 
tectural commissions. 


The end of Wright’s troubles was 
In 1932 Wright 


for a Taliesin 


slow to come. 

announced plans 
Fellowship, a group of architectural 
students that would pay him for the 
privilege of helping him with his work. 
He got a good response and 23 stu- 
dents came to Taliesin. Wright had not 
received an architectural commission 
for six years and was forced to pay for 
supplies on credit. Finally a break 
came in 1937 when Wright was com- 
missioned to design a building for S.C. 
Johnson & Son, Inc. The plans for the 
Johnson Wax Building, as it later 
came to be known, were first rejected 
by the Wisconsin — Industrial 
Commission which had judged that the 
columns Wright had designed would 
not be able to support the required 
weight of six tons. Wright demanded a 
test. With reporters all around, a test 


column was set up in Racine, 


WV Taliesin West, Scottsdale, AZ, 1940 


Wisconsin. Sandbags were then piled 
on top of the column. The column, 
only nine inches wide at the base, 
tapered outward to one foot five inch- 
es at the top and was eighteen feet high 
with a broad “platter” at the top. It 
defied every rule of architecture, but 
the test column was able to support 
sixty tons of weight before Wright 
ended the test. 


Almost immediately after the 
Johnson Wax Building was completed, 
Wright began receiving commissions 
for new projects. Wright designed his 
most famous home during this period: 
Fallingwater, in Pennsylvania, was 
built over a river and had the appear- 
ance of floating over it, with the river 
seemingly gushing from the house 
itself. It was, and still remains, the 
most photographed house in the 
world. Also during this time Wright 
designed the first of a series of eco- 
nomical houses built for middle class 
families who wanted aesthetic, yet 
affordable and livable, houses. These 
caused a great stir among young fami- 
lies who were interested in decent, 


affordable housing which was more 
tailored to their needs. 


World War II temporarily slowed 
the commissions which Wright was get- 
ting, but after the war he became more 
well known and designed and complet- 
ed more projects than ever before. He 
received honors and notoriety in for- 
eign countries and at home and was 
able to pick and chose his clients. For 
the first time in his life Wright did not 
have to worry about money. He 
became a sort of national folk hero 
receiving much acclaim. He died on 
April 9,1959. In his eighty-nine years 
of life Frank Lloyd Wright accom- 
plished more and compromised less 
than than any other American archi- 
tect in history. 
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| think this laboratory nonsense has gotten out of hand. 


You don’t date girls, when are you going to 
ask someone to the prom? 
—Barney’s Mom 


High school nerd baseball player (Scott Baio) (go figure) 
develops telekinetic powers after a freak accident involving beer, 
Super Grow, and pot extract. He uses these powers to’ wreak 
havoc and disrobe most of the members of the student body of 
Ralph Waldo Emerson High School. Along the way he endures the 
wrath of a valium-popping Feycho-Mom, an exorcism, a pukey trip 
to the amusement park, and his pervy voyeuristic fantasies a la 
Then Again Maybe | Won't by Judy Blume. 


There was none, but check out these peacherino fads of the 
early 80s. Gag me with a spoon. 
1. Huge chunky square-framed glasses sported by Bernadette. 
Was she going to eat dinner off of them or what?! 
2. Willie Aames’ boundless collection of striped Izod shirts. 
3, Willie Aames’ oh-so-very-blue Uh-oh Sergio Valente jeans. Too 
many butt close up shots. 
4, Any and all ruffled tafetta prom gowns. Oh, except for 
Bernadette’s: we think it’s terry cloth. EEK! 


5. Bernadette seems to have stolen her wardrobe from Muffy 
Temperman from Square Fegs, e.g. knee socks, khaki shorts, 
and topsiders. Barf me out of this movie, fer shurr. 


Quotes : 
Not a very quoteworthy flick. In fact, it was just not worthy. 
1. Feyton, | can make things fly around. 
—Barney 
2. If you want to try real gambling, we've got a roulette wheel at 
the frat house. 
—Jane’s boyfriend Robert 
3, Super-dope, grown in super-time means super-buzz. 
—Willie Aames 


4, BARRACUDA! 
—Rowdy punk delinquents...or closet HEART fans 


Views here are not those expressed nor endorsed by 
Underdog Zine. This does not, WE REPEAT, does NOT, give anyone 
permission to send poetry for submission. Thank you. 

The following is recited by one, Gary Cooter, in Miss 


Burnhart’s English class and serves as a backdrop to one of 
Barney's pervy fantasies about Heather Thomas. 


by Jeanette and Nikki 


Chicks 

Sometimes | feel like I’m s0 much below them 

Sometimes | feel like I’m So much above them 
Sometimes | hate ‘em 

Sometimes | love ‘em 

But if | was a caveman | think I'd just club ‘em 


There are, in total, three Barracuda-screaming punks in this 
movie, and one of them is Gary Cooter, author of the inflamma- 
tory Chicks poem. He was Slash on Square Fegs, and well, that’s 
New Wave. Gee, cut us some slack, what do you want from us?! 
Scott Baio is in this moviell 


Ohmigod. There is one. Even we would be embarrassed to rent 
this at the movie emporium. 


Michael J. Fox could have been in this movie. But we don’t want 
to imagine Alex F. Keaton with a woody. Then again, we didn’t 
want to envision Chachi Arcola with one either. Vomit-a-rama. 


4 y vi ys 
a.k.a. the Oliver Stone rejected movie premise 


Charles In Charge...of my days and my nights. Scott Baio, Willie 
Aames. What’s the deal? Where’s Nicole Eggert for godsakes?! 


a.k.a. the Aaron Spelling rejected TV pilot premise 
Is it just us, or has everyone in this movie sailed on The Love Boat 
or became a castaway on Fantasy Island? 


1. Scott Baio. He did a lot. Dated Pamela Lee; Diagnosis Murder, 
Charles In Charge, Happy Days, Joanie Loves Chachi, Nancy 
McKeon’s boy toy on You Can’t Hurry Love, ABC after school 
special The Boy Who Drinks Too Much, Bugsy Malone, and a 
guest appearance on Full House. 

2. Willie Aames. What a stellar career! What bad hair! He was on 
Charles In Charge, Eight is Enough, and Eight Is Enough reunion 
movie. 

%. Robert Mandan. Chester on SOAP Vicky's dad on Three's A 
Crowd, and recurring guest appearances on The Love Boat. 

4. Felice Schachter. She dated Roger on The Facts of Life the 
first season. She has done nothing since. 

5. Heather Thomas. Bikini wearing actress on The Fall Guy, bikini 
wearing actress on Battle of the Network Stars, and a bikini 
wearing actress on The Love Boat. What magnificent range! 

6. Scatman Crothers. Creepy janitor guy in The Shining, creepy 
train conductor guy on Laverne and Shirley...Notice a pattern 
here? 

7. LaWanda Page. Yes, that is indeed Aunt Esther from Sanford 
and Son. Oh, Elizabeth, this is the big one. 

8. Merritt Buttrick. He was like, you know, Slash on Square Fegs. 
Cool huh? He’s done squat since. AVE. 
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by Kammy Swift 


“If privacy is outlawed, only outlaws will have privacy.” 


ho holds the keys to your priva- 
cy, you or the government? 
Most reasonable people would 


say that their own personal conversa- 
tions are none of the government's busi- 
ness. However, it appears that the feds 
don’t believe we are entitled to our pri- 
vacy. Recently passed laws and govern- 
ment proposals call for making it easier 
to eavesdrop on communications 
between private citizens. 


Communications over the internet are 
inherently insecure because it is easy to 
forge an e-mail to someone, or intercept 
an e-mail message, password, or credit 
card number. This is because of the 
architecture of the internet, which is basi- 
cally a big relay system of computers 
and wires. Data can travel through many 
different networks, and it is constantly 
being directed toward its destination by 
special computers called routers. This is 
similar to the way the U.S. Postal Service 
delivers mail. When a letter is mailed, it 
may travel through different post offices, 
and be handled by different postal work- 
ers, before it gets to its final destination. 
Just like a postal worker somewhere 
along the way could open your mail and 
read it, itis possible to tap into one of the 
machines along the pathway and inter- 
cept the data. This is called “packet-sniff- 
ing” (because the information that travels 
over the phone lines is actually split up 
and transmitted in segments called 
“packets”). Also, most data is transmitted 
“in the clear”, that is, without being 
encrypted. This is kind of like sending all 
your mail on postcards—anyone could 
read them, and it’s virtually impossible to 
tell if someone has done so. 


The only way to prevent people from 
packet-sniffing is to restrict access to any 


—from the PGP documentation 


machines and wires through which infor- 
mation is transmitted. The major network 
providers are careful about security and 
so most routers are supposedly safe from 
packet-sniffers (unless the packet-sniffer is 
also an employee). But due to the decen- 
tralized nature of the internet and the fact 
that it is always growing, security can 
never be a sure thing. Thus the oft-repeat- 
ed warning: “Don’t say anything in an 
email message that you wouldn't want to 
say in public.” 


If packetsniffers can’t be stopped 
from doing their thing, at least they can 
be thwarted by the use of encryption, a 
technique which scrambles an e-mail 
message or phone conversation so that it 
can’t be deciphered by eavesdroppers. 
If or when the message is intercepted, it 
will appear as gibberish to anyone who 
does not have the decryption “key”. 


The U.S. government has been trying 
to establish a nationwide encryption pol- 
icy for some time. Back in 1993, the 
Clinton Administration came up with 
something called the Clipper Chip pro- 
posal.' The idea was that all phones, 
modems, and fax machines manufac- 
tured in the U.S. would have a builtin 
Clipper Chip (a physical microcircuit} 
inside, and this chip would encrypt the 
data transmitted by the device, which 
would then be decoded when it reached 
its destination. This was supposed to pro- 
tect people’s privacy—only the sender 
and the receiver of the information could 
understand it. A packet-sniffer—or some- 
one with a radio scanner picking up 
transmissions from cellular phones— 
would only get gibberish. Sounds like a 
great idea, right? Well, here’s the catch: 
the decryption keys would be held in 
escrow, that is, put into the custody of a 


third party, and this third party was the 
government. The National Security 
Agency (NSA) and the FBI said that this 
was necessary in order for law enforce- 
ment to be able to conduct wiretaps, and 
to protect national security. Not only that, 
but the Clipper Chip proposal also said 
that Clipper had to be the national stan- 
dard and that nobody in the U.S. would 
be allowed to use anything else. 
Thankfully, the idea of the feds having 
the keys to decode people’s private con- 
versations did not fly—people responded 
with” outrage and the plan was with- 
drawn. Another attempt to promote key- 
escrow encryption, dubbed Clipper Il, 
failed as well. This year, a third plan, the 
Key Management Infrastructure (called 
Clipper Ill by critics) has been proposed. 
Clipper Ill is even worse than the original 
Clipper plan because it proposes making - 
key-escrow the standard worldwide, 
whereas the original Clipper would have 
only affected the United States. What all 
three of the plans have in common is that 
all would require that the government 
hold the keys to our private communica- 
tions, and that all are unacceptable to 
Congress, the public, business interests, 
and industry alike! Key escrow is only in 
the best interests of those elements in our 
government who believe it is their God- 
given right to snoop and spy on us. 


If you don’t think key escrow encryp- 
tion sounds all that bad, consider the fol- 
lowing analogy. As Shabbir J. Safdar of 
the Voters Telecommunications Watch (a 
group that keeps tabs on U.S. laws that 
could affect civil liberties) points out, 
what if the government required that we 
all give copies of our house keys and car 
keys to the police, “just in case” they 
need to search our houses or cars at 


some time in the future? “I say no thanks, 
| can find someone | trust to hold a spare 
key. | don’t need the federal government 
telling me who to choose. My lock, my 
key.” 

Another part of the government's 
effort to establish a national policy for 
encryption is the FBI Wiretap Bill {also 
known as Digital Telephony) which was 
passed at the end of 1994 with the back- 
ing of the Clinton Administration.’ This 
law requires companies who provide 
communications services to make it easy 
for wiretaps to be conducted, by 
installing equipment and software that 
will make their networks open to surveil- 
lance. Obviously surveillance would be 
much easier if whoever was doing the 
wiretapping had the key to any encoded 
communications that happened to be 
travelling through the wires. So the 
Wiretap Bill and key escrow go hand-in- 
hand, and it’s not surprising that the gov- 
ernment would try to actively discourage 
anyone from promoting other methods of 
encryption. 


Fortunately, alternatives to Clipper 
exist; they have been developed in 


_ response to the needs or desires of peo- 


ple to use encryption, and often the indi- 
viduals who have written such programs 
provide them free of charge. The most 
popular, and strongest crypto program 
available is known as “Pretty Good 
Privacy” (PGP). PGP doesn’t rely upon 
keys being held in escrow by a govern- 
mentapproved third party. Instead, the 
two people who are communicating use 
decryption keys of their own, which are 
kept secret by them. 


PGP was written by Philip 
Zimmermann, a software programmer in 
Boulder, CO. PGP was posted on the 
internet (not by Zimmermann) and found 
its way all over the world, and this got 
Zimmermann in trouble with the feds. The 
U.S. government classifies encryption 
programs as “munitions”, and their 
export is not allowed without official 
approval (under the Arms Export Control 
Act). Zimmermann was the target of an 
investigation by the U.S. Department of 


Justice which lasted three years, and if 
convicted he would have done time in a 
federal prison (keep in mind all he did 
was write a software program), but the 
investigation was finally dropped in 
January of this year. During the three 
years, Zimmermann campaigned to pro- 
mote PGP and privacy rights for individ- 
uals. He has also had to shell out tens of 
thousands of dollars in legal fees. 


Law enforcement officials claim that 
cryptography will make it harder for 
them to conduct wiretaps. This is proba- 
bly true. They also claim that terrorists, 
drug dealers, neo-Nazis, etc. could use 
crypto to their advantage. But consider 
the following examples of good uses of 
crypto. Obviously, sending credit card 
numbers immediately comes to mind 
(although many companies that transact 
business over the internet already use 
“secure servers” which automatically 
encrypt information). Authors can 
encrypt their manuscripts and send them 
to publishers. Attorneys can communi- 
cate sensitive information with their 
clients. Political opposition groups work- 
ing in Burma against their country’s 
repressive government are using PGP to 
encrypt their communications. PGP is 
also being used by a human rights work- 
er who documents the atrocities commit: 
ted by death squads. His documents are 
encrypted to protect witnesses’ identities. 
The question is, what person in their right 
mind could possibly believe that the right 
of the FBI to conduct wiretaps could 
supersede the right of individuals to 
carry on private conversations? 


No matter what your personal opinion 
of the U.S. government is—positive, neg- 
ative, or indifferent—it must be admitted 
that people in many other countries 
around the world have it considerably 
worse than we do when it comes to 
issues of privacy and personal freedom. 
As of the writing of this article, we still 
have the freedom to have meetings in 
public, write an article expressing 
unpopular opinions or post those opin- 
ions to a newsgroup, or belong to a polit 
ical party other than the two major ones. 


for more information about PGP and aryrtadranhy < 


@ PGP is available free via FTP from net-dist.mit.edu in the /pub/pgp directory 


or at http://www.epic.org/privacy/tools.html (and probably a bunch of other places too). 
@ There are several books on PGP including The Official PGP User’s Guide by Philip Zimmermann (MIT Press) 
@ Newsgroups of interest include: alt.security.pgp, talk.politics.crypto, sci.crypt 
m WWW sites: Cypherpunks home page http://www.csua.berkeley.edu/cypherpunks/Home.html 


EFF’s site http://www.eff.org 


The technological infrastructure that is 
being. built right now will be in place to 
be used by future governments, and 
what if those future governments evolve 
to be much more repressive than our cur- 
rent one? It would really suck if key 
escrow encryption was the standard and 
the government could monitor every 
move its citizens made and decode all 
their communications. Sounds kind of 


like Orwell’s 1984, huh? 


Personally, | don’t want to have to rely 
on encrypting all my personal communi- 
cations. Until now, | have not done so, 
preferring to take for granted the fact 
that there is little or no security over the 
phone lines or on the internet. Philip 
Zimmermann acknowledges that no 
encryption software, his or anyone 
else’s, should be considered uncrack- 
able, and that anyone who tells you that 
their software is uncrackable probably 
isn’t a good cryptographer. However, . 
modern industrialized society pretty 
much requires most of us who live in it to 
use telephones at one time or another, 
and quite a few of us use computers and 
modems in the course of making a living, 
or because we actually enjoy it. If we 
want to have private conversations or 
exchange confidential information, we 
should have a right to do so, without 
leaving a “back door” open for the gov- 
ernment to spy on us. Zimmermann says, 
“The implication of massive computing 
resources and surveillance technology in 
the hands of government and other pow- 
erful institutions is that we will lose all of 
our privacy. Cryptography can give us 
some of it back.” As the PGP documen- 
tation puts it: “Intelligence agencies have 
access to good cryptographic technolo- 
gy. So do the big arms and drug traffick- 
ers. So do defense contractors, oil com- 
panies, and other corporate giants.” 
Why are government agencies opposed 
to keeping privacy tools out of the hands 
of Joe Average? What are they so 
afraid of? 


‘See my article “You Are Now Entering the Information 
Snooper Highway” in Underdog Zine #1) (Spring ‘95). 
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\ a coffee houses, with a 
\ K . nice iced mocha latté 


sort of thing (again. 


\-N Wigeesle eee — | ordered primarily to 
‘ ; cs a show his/her 


“knowledge” of cof- 
fee-type drinks), ready to snap his/her fingers when the per- 
son on the stage finishes her poem on caterpillars. 

One thing these places have really pushed is espres- 
so. One cup is supposed to be equal to about four 
cups of regular coffee or something like that (I've 
not actually done the math). Folks, I've tried it; 
| don't get it. One way it would be more of 
an initial jolt than coffee would be how 

God-awful it tastes. And who wants to 

be awakened by something whose sole 

awakening property is its bad taste? 

This makes no sense. It tastes like cof- 


OK, this isn’t funny. a 
It's 1:30 in the morning; | K ’ \ 
should be tired (hell, | 
have to get up in 6 1/2 AND 
hours to go to work: | 


should want to be tired); 

but | have to restrain myself from bouncing 
off the walls. If 1 lay down, my eyes refuse to 
close. Lying down, | can actually feel how wide 
my eyes are. And the sickest part about all of 
this is | only have myself to blame. ! went out 
last night and downed about thirteen cups of cof- 
fee: hence my current predicament. Such is the life of 
a caffeine junkie, which | undoubtedly am. Make no mis- 
take, I've known for quite some time about it, and most of the 
people | know have made some sort of reference towards it at 
one time or another (either that or they're in the same boat | am), 
but now is the time | feel | must come clean (plus the fact that writ- 


ing seems the only activity | can do right now that won't wake | fee that's just been sitting around for a 
everybody else up, and | really NEED to be doing SOMETHING right : really long time (like about a week). 
now, or my brain’‘ll explode). | AM A CAFFEINE ADDICT. AND |! ae My friend just purchased an espresso 
NEED HELP! maker (actually, it's his sister's and she’s 
This is an all-too-common lament among caffeine home from school). Whenever | go over 
addicts (especially when in the excessively hyperactive there, he always offers me an espresso. | 
state 1 am currently in). We get totally buzzed up, politely will have one (just one), or politely 
knowing full well the consequences (1 have to work refuse and have a nice soda. 
tomorrow morning, then go straight from work to | mentioned earlier that Greek restaurants were 
O'Hare to pick somebody up, then from there | one of the two best places to get yer maximum over- 
have a band meeting/practice to attend: could my load of coffee. The other place is bars; yes, bars. This not 
timing for this be any worse?) and then spend the only cuts down on your basic annoyance from younger 
next Few hours, hands quivering, heartbeat racing. people (if you have an aversion toward younger people, 
eyes as wide as an owl's, muttering “What was | which | sometimes have), but bar coffee is made very, 
thinking? I've got a busy day tomorrow, and | don't very strong. It has to be strong for the patrons who 
have time for these late night jitters I've given need to sober up quick. This is kind of a secret 
myself. 1 need sleep, and sleep is the one thing I'm not for those who know, because, let's face it, 
going to be getting very much of any time soon.” who goes to bars to drink coffee? It 
I sonia make the point that the caffeinated item in doesn't make sense, socially. Once 
question | am tirading about is coffee. That is an obvious assump- you get past this thinking, fellow 


coffee drinkers (who are 21 or can 
get away with acting 21), go to 
your local bar/tavern/hole in the 
wall and get HYPER!! One prime 
example is the local punk bar, Club 
Foot. After two cups of Chuck's cof- 
fee (and this is from someone who 
needs about six or seven cups just to 
feel something), | was ready to drive to 
Missouri and back, just to wear it off 
In conclusion, let me just say that 


tion, but one that needs to be clarified for people who get their “fix” 
by other means (most notably chocolate eaters and drinkers of cola 
and, guilty again, Mountain Dew). The thing about coffee is, it's every- 
where. Forget alcohol. Coffee is the social drink. It's the one thing for 
which most people want to go out for. “Wanna go out for some cof- 
fee?” “Hey, let's go get a cup of coffee.” “I'll meet you for coffee in 
one hour.” You never hear about people meeting for cocoa. Or 
milk. Or grapefruit juice. Coffee, always coffee. This, coupled 
with the fact that coffee-shop (or is that “shoppe?”) type 
places are now the hot spot for “Generation X” (God, | 
hate using that phrase, but it does seem relevant in this 
case: if | have offended anyone by using it,and © the effects of the caffeine are now 
that includes you, Mr. Idol, please accept my — a eg gs starting to wear off About 
humblest apologies) people, spells bad = soa PRIS SOS an hour and a half ago | 
news for us caffeine addicts. Not so ae se was hating coffee 

much that ! would actually go to any because of the state | 

of these hip nouveau-beatnik java was in, knowing that it 
joints, but the fact that the people who had once again deprived 
do frequent places like this would me of any relaxation. 
inevitably spread out to the places But now that I’ve calmed 
where | go to get caffed up. And there down, | can honestly 
are few things that can ruin a good say that | can’t wait for it 
caffeine fest at your local ps restau- to happen again. This is 


rant (which is one of the two best either a sign 
places to get wired; more on that later) that | just 
than some pseudo-Kerouac two needed to 
booths down spouting off to blow off 
some girl he’s trying to some 
impress about how steam, or 
he’s learning to play that | am, in 
the bongos. I'm the every text- 


book definition 
of the word, an 
addict. Take your 


farthest thing 

from territorial, 

but people like 
that don't 

belong in places 
like that. They 
belong back in one 
of those aforementioned 


pick. 
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ST ISN’T 


A true tale of a group who really got fueled up, 
but took the wrong route 
More fact than fiction, by Pete O. 


Way back during Christmas of 1983, I got my first 
bona fide heavy metal cassette. After a few years of 
putting together a decent vinyl collection (for a kid who 
was barely thirteen, I thought) of KISS, DEVO and the 
BEATLES, I finally entered the world of white trash 
boom box music. The tape, of course, was Metal Health 
by QUIET RIOT, a band who boasted about three or 
four “hits” in their career, two of them being SLADE 
covers. One of the few facts that kept this band semi- 
legitimate in the metal world is that Randy Rhoads was 
one of the founding members, but of course, by the time 
this release came out in “83, Mr. Rhoads had pulled his 
own version of The Buddy Holly Story. Nonetheless, at 
thirteen, this collection of songs proved rather resilient; 
each track had pretty unique hooks to keep the whole 
thing from being redundant, and if you didn’t mind 
striped spandex pants and the macho posturing, it was 
alright. Add to this group all of their California cronies 
such at RATT, VAN HALEN, MOTLEY CRUE, 
TWISTED SISTER, etc., and you had plenty of stuff to 
sing and talk about in the four square lines at the play- 
ground. After all, metal was here to stay. 

Now, set your wayback machines ahead to, um, 
let’s say, February of 1995. Fingering through a local ad 
paper in Chicago, I come across the show listings for the 
Thirsty Whale, Chicago(land)’s most infamous metal 
club. Anyone who has dabbled in the cock-rock genre 
has either played there on the way up (ALICE IN 
CHAINS, if you can believe that) or on the way down 
(B.O.C., FOGHAT). Lately, the shows read like an issue 
of Kerrang! from about ten or eleven years ago: 
TRIXTER, OVERKILL, BELLADONNA _(“ex- 
ANTHRAX” if he were playing the Fireside), 
VOIVOD... and there it was: QUIET RIOT, live! In the 
flesh! “Epic recording artists!” Well, I knew I had to 
erase whatever plans I had for that night, for an inti- 
mate evening with QUIET RIOT could not be passed 
up. Fellow punk types like Andy Grouch and members 
of I LOVE RICH, also well versed in the language of 
metal, assured me that I would see them there. Most 
excellent! 

I got to the club early thinking the thing was gonna 
sell out. Sure, QUIET RIOT wasn’t huge anymore, but 


‘CooL ANYMORE 


they were packing some decent stadiums way back in 
the early eighties, and the Whale can’t really hold 
more than a few hundred people before it sinks into 
the Des Plaines River. Well, it was kinda far from sell- 
ing out, but there was a good enough throng there to 
keep an air of excitement. Had I known I could’ve 
made it in at almost any time, I would have declined 
to see all the opening acts, who I thought were all 
pretty horrible. One in particular was so bad that I 
almost asked them to play a show with us at 
Fireside; but enough about bad metal bands, I was 
here to see the kings of the glam court, QUIET 

RIOT! 

The lights went down and tens of people with 
bad mustaches screamed out. Three silhouettes 
slunk across the stage, and the rock began. All the 
original members of the 1983 era were in this line- 
up except Rudy Sarzo, who is probably still living 
off of WHITESNAKE royalties and can get by 
without playing the bar band circuit. He was 
replaced by a younger-looking fine-haired buck 
who more or less filled the requirements of cock- 
rock bassist. Sometime during the opening, 
Kevin DuBrow, frontman and ever-balding loud- 
mouth, made his appearance on stage to yet 
another cheer from the crowd, hungry for their 
metal. Kevin was wearing a silk bandanna and 
wasn’t fooling anyone with it. The bug-eyed glare with 
the gnashing teeth that was a sort of his trademark was 
winning over the people. As the vocals kicked in, the 
crowd went tame as it appeared nobody knew what 
song they were playing. We found out later that it was 
off their brand new release, which they were on tour in 
support of. Imagine that! QUIET RIOT never really 
broke up; they’ve been putting out records all this time, 
regardless of the fact that I’m quite sure not many peo- 
ple are buying them. Their apparent love for the music 
(and the fact that they’ve dug themselves a hole that 
rivals the Grand Canyon) is really what has been dri- 
ving them all along! They must really love the outfits, 
the hair spray, the lung solos, and to boot; they’re on an 
independent label now! It’s all very, er, “punk” of them, 
eh? 

Well, once that first song was out of the way, they 
went straight into Slick Black Cadillac, and the place 
went up for grabs. Everyone up front had their best 
screaming vocals in high gear: “Just a big black set of 
wheels, what it takes to get me off”. Once they barrel 
through this tune, DuBrow introduces the band (in case 
people forgot who they came to see), and says they are 
going to perform an evening of politically incorrect 
rock and roll. Hilarious! With that, the band goes off 
into another new track, but eventually through the 
course of the evening, they manage to belt out Cum On 
Feel The Noize, Party All Night, Mama Weer All Crazee 
Now, and of course Metal Health (Bang Your Head). This 
last number was the final song of their encore (like they 
were going to leave stage and not come back to play this 
one). It was rather entertaining. Most of the nasty biker- 
esque types along the back of the crowd pulled out their 
air guitars and were all playing the power chords in 
sync. Someone started a pit, a circle pit at that (well, 
maybe an ovular pit, as there is only about 4 or 5 yards 
from the stage to the sound booth)! Somebody got on 
top, too, for goodness sakes. I was laughing rather hard. 
As I left the show, I felt a slight respect for QUIET 
RIOT, actually. I was under the impression that they 
had been able to laugh at themselves a bit, still play 
good glam metal, and by taking advantage of this whole 
“retro” campaign, turn a bit of profit out of it. I even 
bought a used copy of Condition Critical on vinyl for 
fifty cents later on that week. I enjoyed looking at the 
inner sleeve, seeing the band taking their deep group 
bows in front of 50,000 fans at some outdoor festival, 
knowing very well that they pulled in way less than 1% 
of that when I saw them. 

Let us now speed up the clock to May 11, 1996. 


QUIET RIOT once again hits the stage of the Thirsty 
Whale. Being in and out of Chicago recently, I missed 
the big QUIET RIOT at a recent show at Toto’s out there 
in Schaumburg (or one of those towns out there... I do 
believe Toto’s is the only club in the world to claim 
bragging rights of having QUIET RIOT and 
SCREECHING WEASEL grace their stage, but alas, not 
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on the same night). Once again, the folks in I LOVE 
RICH and some of their friends make their attendance. 
Rich even bought the new QUIET RIOT CD and knew 
the words! I was not as enthused about the new materi- 
al. We all had figured out that we could come later and 
in fact we missed about 2 bands worth of mediocre 
cock-rock (however, someone in the opening act sold 
me a leftover ticket that they had for half price, a com- 
mon scam in the suburban metal scene where you are 
sometimes only paid for the tickets you can sell in 
advance). Upon entering, I noticed that the place was 
pretty empty. Really empty. There was a slight crowd up 
front to see the current band, but just a few wandering 
souls elsewhere around the bar and what not. Ouch! 

After I watched Rich mockingly tell the local act 
that they did a great job, we pressed forward to center 
stage. This time up front, there was noticeable spacing; 
everyone had decent amounts of elbow room. I notice 
that QUIET RIOT’s sound/guitar tech (yes, even when 
you’re washed up like the weekly laundry, 
somehow, somewhere, glam bands still afford 
to bring technicians on tour) was giving the 
Whale staff a lot of flack about the lack of 
quality of the sound setup, and the general 
lack of enthusiasm and inability to commu- 
nicate. The sound check dragged on, with all 
sorts of microphones being changed, moni- 
tors being listened to, and the monotonous 
pounding of the rack toms. Finally, the lights 
went out. The crowd cheer was respectable for the 
amount of people present. 

Once the band took the stage, things didn’t 
flow as smoothly as my maiden voyage on the 
QUIET RIOT thrill train. First off, the sound was 
incredibly awful, even more than I was expect- 
ing from the venue. This bass-like dull sound cae 
dominated the total mix. Vocals kinda crackled *: # 
in and out. Secondly, the band didn’t look like ., j 
they were having too much fun anymore. : 
Kevin DuBrow’s attitude was total shit. Thirdly, they 
basically played the exact same set, including the little 
bit about politically incorrect rock and roll, etc. DuBrow 


did introduce another “topic” midway through the set, 
however, about how he’s sick of rap, and how he won- 
dered how they could put the word™’rap” next to the 
word “music”, and all that gibber-gabber that I heard a 
lot from stoners when I went to high school. It was 
funny in a way, though, since on the QR III album, their 
attempted hit single The Wild And The Young has this 
very RUN/DMC-ish sample of the chorus scratched 
over it, no doubt an idea from the label to try and “mod- 
ernize” the band’s sound (nonetheless, another “Super 
Saver” compact disc and cutout bin classic). Actually, 
the set list wasn’t exactly the same; they threw in this 
acoustic jam which included their sappy ballad 
Thunderbird, and LED ZEPPELIN covers... argh!! They 
also cut Party All Night and a few others like Love’s A 
Bitch and didn’t bother with an encore, doing a medley 
which included songs from the ROLLING STONES, 
CREDENCE CLEARWATER REVIVAL, THE KINKS, 
and more LED ZEPPELIN, finally ending up at Metal 
Health and after a quick goodbye, left the stage. When 
Rich and I both agreed that it really sucked, and that the 
area in front of the stage was only speckled with fans 
halfway through the set, I realized that QUIET RIOT 
was really washed up. They were completely reduced to 
just regular guys with guitars; this show totally 
defrocked them of their mythological rock star status. 
This was probably the only positive thing to come out 
of their performance that evening. 

So, who does one blame for the recent(?) fall of 
QUIET RIOT? My theory is two-pronged, and I believe 
both contributed to the lousiness of the evening. The 
primary factor is that QUIET RIOT had obviously 
attained the status of a disgruntled touring band. When 
a group plays the same city three times (maybe more; | 
don’t read the ads very much) in a one-year span, 
they’re most likely living on the road, constantly on 
tour. To catch a group early on or peaking midway 
through a tour is a sight, indeed, but to watch them fall 
apart after playing the same songs in the same order at 
the same club is agony. In this way, it’s their fault. The 
other factor is that the Thirsty Whale could have really 
cared less about the show. In fact, by the time you read 
this, the Thirsty Whale will have become history, as it 
shuts down forever with a few ENUFF Z’NUFF shows 
in early June (see insert). My assumption is that they’re 
going through the motions, and that QUIET RIOT is 
about as important as any other group that has played 
there, as in they are not very important at all. 

In my spare time (ha!), I am going to try to contact 
the people who book shows for QUIET RIOT, and find 
out more about their guarantee. I want to book a show 
for them with some local acts, the “~punk-slash-dee-eye- 
why-slash-underground-slash-you-get-the-idea” kind. 
They will probably require that they headline. That 
doesn’t surprise me, nor would it bother me. They prob- 

ably have an outrageous rider, but that doesn’t 

bother me, either; so do a lot of “pre- 

; cious” bands on Lipid 

eo ;eeq and Headstone 
3) “ate 2 | Records (hell, the 
f*ood catering truck was 
outside the bowling 

; alley just this weekend). 
The door price would 
have to go up a couple 
bucks, too, and I’m still not 
*-«s«4 bothered. Call me jaded, 
but with the current state 

affairs in our glorious little 

Bg world we call “the scene”, 


€ 


most people can afford the 

extra two bucks, and the entertain- 

/ ment value will return to them ten- 

j fold, if not more. I think it’s all 
worth the joke; elaborate, but a 

-ué« § Well-invested effort in the end. Plus, 
since most punky folks are infatuat- 


ed with bands that pretty much sound like the 
BOSTONSsS and the JOURNEYs of the 90’s, you're better 
off seeing the real McCoy, one of the purveyors of real- 
ly sleazy, dressed-up, marketed and calculated sell-out 
rock and roll. At least QUIET RIOT isn’t afraid to admit 
it. 


HOW DOES KISS 
FIT INTO ALL OF 
THIS? 


In between songs, ~ 
Kevin DuBrow noticed 
that a lot of people were — 
wearing KISS parapher- 
nalia (this one guy had 
an excellent jean jacket 
with a full back patch and every- 
thing... intense), and also com- 
mented that tickets for the rather 
enormous KISS tour in full 1977 
regalia went on sale that day. With 
much cheering for KISS, DuBrow 
also added that it’s cool that stuff 
from the seventies and eighties .«* 
never went away. That is, of course, 
everything except his band. This group must be 
reminded constantly that many of their peers super- 
seded them along the way. If KISS was the bad 
reminder that night, then VAN HALEN was the omen 
the first time I saw QUIET RIOT, as Eddie and Co. 
played the first of two sold-out shows at the Rosemont 
Horizon that same night. Totally crazy, I thought, as 
QUIET RIOT’s Metal Health and VAN HALEN’s 1984 
were both on even par (at least in my mind if not in 
sales) when both were put out in 1983. 

The clamor for KISS is far more than Kevin 
DuBrow, or anyone, can imagine right now. Actually, 
the fervor is reaching an almost dangerous level. I 
mean, the tribute band that I am a part of brings out 
some grade-A weirdos, and that’s just four guys screw- 
ing around and having fun. What happens when the 
real thing hits the stage? Pandemonium is far too weak 
a word. I heard that out in the way far north suburbs, 
about 600 people waited for tickets. I myself have 
already started the rumor that people were wearing the 
makeup just for buying the tickets, although with these 
obsessive fans (myself included), it probably did occur. 
Over at the Underdog loft, Douglas and I chatted about 
how our max limit to pay for a ticket would “only” be 
$100 or so, while Julie looked on as if to say, “gee, what 
a couple of KISS geeks”, which, is most likely true. It 
has also been mentioned in other circles of friends that 
while the BEATLES' maniacal fans were mostly teenage 
girls when they played live, the new breed of KISS fan 
includes everything from the scariest biker boy to the 
yuppiest bandwagon jumper, who are all way obsessed 
and totally under the notion that they are into KISS 
more than anyone else. Multiply this by the number of 
shows that will occur throughout the country and 
beyond, plus add in all the people who secretly hide a 
dusty copy of Alive II somewhere in the back of their 
closet or have the original sticker from Rock And Roll 
Over still intact (that would be me), while also throwing 
in all the people who will no doubt dress in full KISS 
gear to go to the show (and the security that will have to 
search a guy with metal underwear decked out as Gene 
from the Love Gun cover. I hope someone goes as Vinny 
Vincent and puts that stupid-looking ankh on their 
forehead), and all the KISS that must be played while 
going to and from the actual show, all the original con- 
cert shirts that will be brought out of mothballs, the re- 
reading of the comic books, the sound of crowds imitat- 
ing jet airplanes taking off as you barely hear “you 


wanted the best, and you got it”, okay, you get the idea. 
There will be a new meaning to “I feel uptight on a 
Saturday night.” 


3 


4 THE THIRSTY WHALE SWIMS AWAY 
4 


4 Yes, dear readers, as we speak, the once 
: | famous metal spot on 8800 W. Grand Ave. has 
run its last sound check, the final spray of 

Aqua Net has permeated the washroom (the 

< men’s room, of course), and patrons of Gene 
a and Jude’s hot dog stand will eat a little qui- 
eter now. The Whale has long since been the 

~4 butt of many humorous and horrific stories, 

t from anyone who has never even walked into 
the place, to the bands themselves. However, 
before we say goodbye to this long time f(r)iend, 
let us also remember the small plethora of punk 

\ rock music that had made its way through the 


a8 


4 Thirsty Whale’s smoky doors. I guess that on a 

local level, OBLIVION has taken some dirt 

.»** from playing there, but I also remember that 
we were never “in” enough to play McGregor’s on a 
good night, either, and until we got a chance to play 
shows at Wrigleyside, well, sometimes you have to go 
where they will let you, right? At least we learned our 
lesson (they really didn’t like us either, so there). NO 
EMPATHY has also been a Whale attendee. In fact, the 
back cover of the not-so-strangely hard to find album 
Nothing Less Than Nothing At All has a group photo 
from none other than the o’ T.W., and even though the 
SMOKING POPES may call the Metro home now, back 
during their seven-inch days, they too played their set 
at the Whale, opening up for SNAFU and HALVES 
RANCHERS (the person who booked that show got 
wise, I imagine, as the bands never returned). In fact, 
there was another show at the Whale at that time fea- 
turing another older punk band (I want to say AGENT 
ORANGE, but I’m not positive), giving everyone who 
kidded me about going there two tallies on their Whale 
attendance cards for the year, whilst I had none. Also, 


somewhere in my vast stacks of old flyers and maga- 
zines I can find an old Thirsty Whale ad from summer 
of 1992 that certainly says SLUDGEWORTH was play- 
ing, a show that I went to, but alas, they did not. 


(NEW) 


-The Bollweevils/Walker split 7" 
One unreleased orginal from each band. 
First 300 on colored vinyl. 
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f".  -The Traitors."I'm So Happy When 
me I'm Hating" 7" 

ey rd‘s 
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-thirtysecondsdeep "Hot Carl" 7" 
Great tuneful emocore/punk. 4 songs that seem 
to remind people of Jawbreaker or Rhythm Collision. 


Fast hardcore/punk featuring current members 
of No Empathy & Apocalyspe Hoboken. 


yy 
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-Lynyrd's Innards "amscray" Lp/Cd |i”) 
the first album from this great band. Anyone ae) y 
with a soft spot for early 80's pop (which is hs 
everyone. Admit it.) will love this! 


-The ConnieDungs Missy & Johnny" 7: 
One of the best "Ramones" type bands around. 
Catchy songs and sneery vocals. If this is your 
sound, you WILL like this. 


Harmless distroed through: Underdog 1,000 flowers, Rhetoric, 
Cargo, Lumberjack, Rotz, Dutch East, Cargo Canada, & others! 


(available in June) 


Harmless Records 
1437 W. Hood 


All 7"s are $3ppd. Lp's are S$6ppd, and Cd's are $9ppd. Chicago, Il 60660 
~ t 


Checks/M.O.s to Scott Thomson $tmp 2 foil Cutntog 


Unmistakably gbed 


THE BOLLWEEVILS - WEEVILIVE 
Recorded live in Chicago on the 4th of July; 
Loud, fast, & raw. All hell breaks loose! 
LP - $8ppd * CD - $9ppd 


THE VOLATILES - FUCK ALL PUNK ROCKERS 
The debut from these St. Louis boys who 
will undoubtedly destroy your life! 
Contagious punk rock at it’s very best. 


pba: PO. Box 14781, Chicago, Il sod 4.7/3] 
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Z = “bite the (musical) 
CURDERD OR: hand that feeds you” 


Underdog Records 

is a collectively run 

ee organization based in 
RECORDS Chicago and run by about 

10 to 15 people, all of wnom 

volunteer time, divide up the 

work and get things done. We run a record label, a 
mail order operation, a distribution thing, and a quar- 
terly zine. We represent the D.I.Y./ punk/ underground 
music scene in the Chicago area and we work with the 
people/organizations involved to offer the cheapest 
rices possible while honoring the wishes of each 
label/band. We like music, new ideas, sincerity, and 
intensity. We hate big business, corporate crap, and 
making money as the #1 motive. We are punks, and are 
not interested in “alternative” rock stars—thanks... 


ies NEW RELEASES! 


ey RUSTWEILER 
“Assholes of the 
Universe” 7" $3.00 


This band will put your faith back 
into punk rock. This is raw, snotty 
dumpster punk, in your face. A 
totally refreshing approach that'll have you saying “where 
have these guys been?” Well, they're here now! 


A.Y.A. “...Gets Phat 
n’ Stoopid” 7" $3.00 


Nothing but total, heavily pop 
infiltrated pop-punk here. Melodic 
songs about girls, love and all that 
kind of stuff. One spin of this baby 
and you'll want to go out and kiss 
someone. 


THE GEEZERS 


“Prounced” CD/8-T 
$8.00/$7.00 
THE GEEZERS: like 


Shakespeare on airplane glue. 
Harder, heavier, and punker 
sounding than ever. This is a full 
length release with re-recorded 
older tunes & blazing all-new ones, including Midget 
Village, Chickens Have Rights, and Yuppie in a Cherokee. 
It's like BORIS THE SPRINKLER/GERMS/PINK LINCOLNS 
all rolled into one! Without a doubt their masterpiece. One day 
an LP will come... 


8 BARK “Scam” - 
LP/CD $7.00/$8.00 


Cool thinking punk. Female/male 
vocals, extra percussion and 
work/job angst. 10 songs including 
“Breathe,” “Mark 1:18,” and a BIG 
BOYS cover. Their final release. 


8 BARK “Structurally 
Sound” LP/CD $7.00/$8.00 


The 3rd release from 8 Bark, 12 full-on 
hard edged tunes with characteristic 
dual male-female vocals. 32-page 
booklet w/lyrics and photos. CD 
includes The Big Wheel 7" to make a 


STRUCTURALLY SOUND total of 16 tracks. 


| bands are long since broken up—but 


THE BOLLWEEVILS 
“Ripple EP” 7" $3.00 


Their second release on U-Dog. 
Tight music and insightful lyrics; 
this record shows off why they've 
turned into Chicago’s most popu- 
lar punk band. 


THE BOLLWEEVILS 
“Disassembler EP” 

7" $3.00 

The first Underdog release with 


this power-pop meets NAKED 
RAYGUN grind band. 


CAP'N JAZZ 
self titled 7" $3.00 


Their ist release with U-Dog. 
Cool songs that are youthful and 
passionate, with a sincere emo 
intensity. 


DEAD STEELMILL 
“It's All Over” 7" $3.00 


Breakneck hardcore meets work- 
ing anthems from the rust belt. 7 
tunes in all. Tipper Gore gets 
naked. 


FRIENDS OF BETTY “Blind 
Faith Il” CS only $7.00 


This was Tim Rituli of RED RED 
MEAT’s previous band!!! Emotion 
and grunginess and art. Way bet- 
ter than RRM ever was. Sorta like 
the STOOGES getting arty. 


GAUGE 
“Fire Tongue Burning Stomach” 
LP/CD $7.00/$8.00 - 


This is their final release and 
masterpiece—complex, D.C.-ish 
intense and emotional. A great 
release by a great band. 


GAUGE “Swing” 7" $3.00 


These two songs are heavy, com- 
plicated, and full of that great 
GAUGE two guitar/D.C. sound. 
Also their 1st release on U-Dog. 


We are really running out of some great 
_ records by some great bands. These 


OR 
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THE GEEZERS 
self titled debut 7" $3.00 


Is there life after 30? THE 
GEEZERS attack with this “aural 
whisker scrape” that rips along 
like the best of old school HC with 
hilarious lyrics. 


THE GOBLINS “ Mischief 
Nights” 8-T $5.00 

A joint Roctober Magazine/U-dog release! 
The GOBLINS wear masks, and throw 


down 45 minutes of , creepy 60's 
garage punk tunes. such songs as 


Giant Robot n’Roll, they are as punk 


split-NO EMPATHY/ 
OBLIVION- 7" $3.00 


Two staples of Johann’s 
Face Records offer up four 
charged tracks. A textbook 
example of Chicago's 
scene at work. 


AR 


SPONGETUNNEL “Morons 
& Monsters” LP/CS $7.00 


A merge of two of Chicago’s old 
time garage punk _ greats, 
SPONGE and FUDGETUNNEL. 
Mostly silly, raunchy, and occa- 
sionally folky. 


V/A-“Achtung Chicago! Drei” 
LP/CD/8-T $7.00/$8.00/$7.00 


18 bands Shit); Mushuganas, AY.A., 
be Gente Shaan: Vic Vacume and the 


. ichments, Houseboy, Apostles on Strike, 
Pinwheel, My Foolish Halo, Lunkhead, Urbn 
DK, Oblivion, Scary Monsters, Ly s 
Innards, Tri Dick, Herbal Flesh Tea, 
Nostrilsaurus, Enormous. 


V/A-“Achtung Chicago! Zwei” 
CD $8.00 (LP temp. out!) 


29 songs from 29 bands inci GAUGE, 
CAP'N JAZZ, 8 BAR EVILS, 
LOS CRUDOS, VINDICTIVES, TRENCH- 
MOUTH, and SCREECHING WEASEL. 


UNDERDOG LOGO T-SHIRT $7.00, XL only 
Black UNDERDOG logo on a white shirt, screened by 
excited and proud U-dog folks. 


UNDERDOG ZINES, #1 through #16 

$1.00 ea U.S., $2.00 ea. foreign 

Our quarterly zine. We made great efforts to make a ruling zine. 
MRR, Quimby’s & F5 say we've accomplished that... get some! 


® The CLASSIC UNDERDOG boxed sets, #1 (4-7", 2-LP), #2 (4-7", 2-CS) $20.00 


#1; Boxed Set #2: 


Group of Individuals “Children...” 7" Group of Individuals “Children...” 7" 
. 1MLF. “Brother Flywheel’s...” 7" LM.F. “Brother Flywheel’s...” 7" 


_ they left behind some awesome MUSK. Dean sree MILL “It’s All Over’ 7" | DEAD STEELMILL “It’s All Over” 7” 


© So, we have created VERY limited edition pat 
: ESKIMO NATION “immunization...” 7" ESKIMO NATION “immunization...” 7" 
_ boxed sets. Included is a booklet w/ COM cpoNGE “Bom Under...” LP 


FRIENDS OF BETTY “Blind...” CS 
plete Underdog history, disoograpry, & spongeTUNNEL “Morons...” LP SPONGETUNNEL “Morons...” CS 


E. other goodies. This is a cool deal. 
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All the stuff listed in our “Non U-Dog” section fits one main criterion, it’s all Chicago related—either it’s a Chicago area band, or a release from 
a Chicago area label. Among the local labels we carry are: Go Deaf, C.S.Productions, Alarma Records, Johann’s Face, Rocco, Harmless, & more! 


NEW FOR THIS CATALOG... 

APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN-Date Rape Nation/Jerk Lessons 

Se rc eee an ee eet ren CD. 10.00 
A collection of the Date Rape Nation double 7” and the Jerk 
Lessons 10”. A must have for thrifty fans of snotty rocking 
punk who prefer the digital format. 

APOSTLES ON STRIKE-Torrid Tales of... ........... 7’ 3.00 
Four songs of hardcore punkrock Chicago style. Aggressive 
music that is more punk the rock. On Johann’s Face. 

DYNOMITES-We Were Ready... 00.0.0 ceceeeeceeees 7 5:00 
Snotty pop-punk with nasally vocals and songs with girls’ 
names in the titles. Fans of suburban Chicago pop-punk 
take note. 

EIGHTEEN-self-tithed .... oc. se cbc ee tims vets y aero} 0, 8) 
A young pop-punk band from the suburbs that sound 
exactly like a young pop-punk band from the suburbs. Dare 
we gay “Screeching Weasely”, yes we do, but with different 
vocals. 

HOUSEBOY-Last Fridays Selfless Allstars ......... P2500 
Straight off of Achtung Chicago Drei, Houseboy puts out 
this four song 7” that was recorded last year. Solid 
California-style melodic punk. 

M.C. THINK-Twenty Worst Century ........-.00008s 7’ 3.00 
M.C.Think grew out of the Chicago Punk scene, and here he 
lays down full-on underground political hip-hop. Lots o'base, 
on Vinyl Communications Records. 

NO EMPATHY-Ashland Ave, .....0:0scee cree cence 7 3.00 
One of Chicago's longest running bands returns with this 2 
song 7” on Milwaukee's Beer City Records. Tuneful, up-beat, 

unkrock. 

Split-BOLLWEEVILS/WALKER .........0ss ese eeeees 7’ 3.00 
Two of the Midwest's most popular pop-punk bands give one 
song each for a short but solid release. 

split-STREGANONA/SW. THE LEG JOHNNY ........ 7’ 3.00 
Loud, quiet, heavy, soft...Remember when this was called 
“post-hardcore” not “emo”? Dynamic, brooding, music—a 
must for fans of this style. 

VIACC HICK DOM cose sss 0 cr hes ema e te ss we 7 7.00 
The Boring Theoretical Party (a.k.a. the Lumpen Times Mag 
publishers) put this comp together. Live tracks from clubs, 
shows & parties around Chicago, w/Spoonboys, Thabortions, 
The Make Up, J. Chance & Contortions, Bobby Conn, 
Dogfaced Hermans, Lake of Dracula, Candy Machine, Ford 
Wright, M.C.Think, Six Finger Satellite, The BTF Cornelious 
Gomez, D.0.G., Grendel, Matt Vola, Flying Luttenbachers, 
Fat Sack, Sciccir Girls, Xerobot, Meta-Matics, Monitor 
Radio. 

VIPED OR DOTLOVE VOUS 6 Soi io Face wre nt a ert ee piace on 2xCD 10.00 
The proceeds of this 2xCD compilation will go to “A Women's 
Funa” (Urbana, IL) in hopes of furthering prevention of sexu- 
al violence. Bands include: the Promise Ring, Sarge, 
Supporting Actress, Punjab, Jerkwater, Cinco de Gatos, 
Side Project, Helen, Hand to Mouth, Roscoe P Soultrane, 
Palilia, Gainer, Jarbaby, Civic, Marvin Nash, Ativin, Earl 
Howitzer, Arrol/Almore, Lustreking, the Patrick Dance, the 
Dismemberment Plan, Rainer Maria, Sweater Weather, 
Campanula Blue, Speed The Day, Hubcap, Gilabend, Play 
Station, Chester, Lanterna, Beezus, Slavid 747, Angie, Rail, 
Mary Me, Orange Whip, the Marshfield Chimes, Braid, Scary 
Monsters. 

VOLATILES-Fuck All Punk Rockers .......eeeeeseeee 7° 3.00 
Trashy punk with smarts. They throw down with awesome 
garage punk tunes, full of irreverent lyric about real stuff. 
The best band from St. Louis, on Rocco. 


REGULAR NON-U-DOG STUFF... 


4-SQUARES-seif titled ini. Pas 6 Vaa hive Cece Ha 7 3.00 
SO SECONDS DEEP-hot carl ssc cc seecerenesnecs 7' 3,00 
8&& FINGERS LOUIE-Totin’ 40s & Fuckin’... .......4. 10" 7.00 
AMERICAN MOSQUITO-Self titled ....... 06... eee 7’ 3.00 
APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN-Date Rape Nation ...... 2x7' 550 
APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN-Easy Inst. Complex Mach 
reiterate (Se PO oe See LP 7.00 
Sor ab. cer pape. Sac die aro Bee CD 10.00 
DERE RcGirONNG: on. S sytinia iE Cae cree sp aie ies 7” 3.00 


BRAID-Rainsnowmatch ........ ccc cece eee eee fT 200 
BRAID-Frankie Welfare Boy Age ..........0055 2xLP 8.50 
BREAKEVENCSelf titled ......,. cee ee cues Rast 7" 3.00 
CAP'N JAZZ-Shmap’n Shmazz oo. see eee e eee eee LP 7.00 
SES es. pee eR C D 8.00 
CLETUS-sethititied), <.cic.. gat cena. tiv ates s Bie 3.00 
FIGHTERS-Give ‘Em the Business ........--0ee eee 7" 3.00 
FIGHTERS-Breaking Bones For Laughs ............ 7 3.00 
GAUGE-S00the 5055's caw ccames Pete ME ga + aalee LP 6.00 
GEEZERS-Ghickenaonight....cawk.: &.. Soa es ee 7" 3.00 
GEEZERS-Welcome Soccer Hooligans ...........-. 7" 3.00 
GEEZERS-Coffin Nail Cigarettes logo.......... T-shirt 7.00 
GUTTERSNIPE-A Dozen Large Organizations... .....7" 3.00 
HOT STOVE JIMMY-Take Your Time .........ee0ees CD 800 
HERBAL FLESH TEA-Midwesterner EP ...........- 7 3.00 
HITIAEN-eelf titled ana. s sts nieeecr «ask nea 7" 3,00 
PSE DONNOGO sca nercston aia s.na a eke weses T-shirt 10.00 
LOONEYBIN-First Impressions ............0eeeee 7" 3,00 
LUNBHEAQ-seti tilled 555... . citi dea sale lol «Be igi 9.9) 
MUSHUGANAS-Dropout Girl ..........e eee e ee eee 7" 3.00 
MY FOOLISH HALO-Piaphabakrist ............+045 7" 3.00 
NO EMPATHY-You're S0 Smart... cee eee cree eens CD 10.00 
NO EMPATHY-Ben Weasel Don't Like It ...........-- 7" 3.00 
NO EMPATHY-They Want Whatever ............0004 LP 7.00 
SF Es RAE ALS Slee ene Sy aaa a as aeTD CD 10.00 

NOT REBECCA-Twin City Obituary ..........0500 04 LP 7.00 
Sth bv. 5, tan docked anh eerie CD 10.00 
OBLIVION-Full Blown Grover ...... ccc eeeeeeeue cues 7 <oDO 
OBLIVION-Stop Thiet... Seinr ic poinrin se <eis tied te Ed LP 7.00 
eee TES ee Re PRA EERE ee CD 10.00 
OBLIVION-Shoot Mé A WACO oo. sce c cece cece enes LP 7.00 
a en ce ay oe eee Oe CD 10.00 
ORANGE CROTCH-self titled ..... 0.0. cece cence eee 7" 3.00 
PARASITES-Our Love is Top Secret ........0-sees 7" 3,00 
PARKER BROTHERS -Self titled .........ccee ee eaee 7" 300 
PEN SU CE Sind as bison eae hae nada era 7’ 3.00 
ROCCO RECORDS-logo T-shirt .............0006 T-shirt 9.00 
ROCKETSHIP ARNOLD-self titled ............00008 7 3.00 
SIDEKICK KATO-First Class Chump ............05. LP 7.00 
iced asinine senses ei cats Tiaonsla Repeat sag CD 10,00 
SMOOTHIES-Overdose Me 20.25 cece eer eeeeceeeeee “3.00 
SNAP IEDGEMENG cia stes Car. wn Seate pehieasrvse ie ‘orv, 008 CS 6.00 
Split-10-96/INSULT TO INJURY-Ancient Future ........... 7 3.00 
split-88 FINGERS L/BOLLWEEVILS-Viva Chi... ......... 7 3.00 
it-A.Y.A/JOHNNY ONE NOTE-Try Some... ........ 7’ 3.00 
split-BACK OF DAVEMWALKER + PVP Zine ......... 7’ +zine 350 
split-CAP’N JAZZ/FRICTION-Nothing Dies... ......... pee Le) 
Split-CHEM.BLUE/MUSHUGANAS-& Big Nerds..........- 7" 3.00 
split-DEAD DRUNK/RAT BASTARDS ..........-45. 9 jeune 70,0 
Split-INT. HOODWINK/SMOOTHIES ..........-.-45. 7 $00 
SplitcLOS CRUDDS/SFITBOY soni. Bie rods ov e's wee eves LP 6.00 
split-NO EMPATHY/ZOINKS ...... 00. e seer ee ceeees 7" 3.00 
Ce Le oe ee ee ae ae Pees © CDSingle 7.00 
oplit-PRESSURE/RELUCTANT .....0ssceeneecenees 72300 
STRIRE-Sei TGA sy kos osc ei a 7" 3.00 
TASTY BUSH-Bourgeois and Proud .......+..++008- 7% 250 
TRICK DICK Se WGA 33 Sa et gern es toda tee ns ete 7.00 
VIA-A, TASER CRIGKGO.« Be sreisss ors aray' ae ioe oes d CD 10.00 


w/No Empathy, Bughunt, Oblivion, Monsignors, 
Nostrilsaurus, Toucan Slam, Herbal Flesh Tea, Lunkhead, 
Eclectics, Not Rebecca, Apocalypse Hoboken, Orange 
Crotch, Tricky Dick, Slapstick, Senators, Farker Bros., 
Hitmen, 30 Seconds Deep, Greenhouse, Mushuganas, 
Sweet Chuck, Brockmeyers, Hot Stove Jimmy, and more. 

V/A- “A Taste of Punk’n” flexi + Roctober zine #14..... 

Mm ies ae oe ee ee zine + flexi 3.00 
w/Tripzilla, McCrakins, Royal Crowns, Geezers, Ligon Brothers, 
John Huss Moderate Combo, Jaks Hit, The Singing 
Cockroaches, Girl Trouble, Scissor.Girls, The Millionaire, Lilly 
Banquette, The Goblins, USA, Asstroland, Butterglory, Iggy 
Yokum & Buck and Betty. 

V/A-CIA via UFO to Mercury ........0.eee cee eneeneed LP 8.00 
w/Scissor Girls, Mother Country Death Rattle, Los Crudos, 
Flying Luttenbachers, Math, Trenchmouth, Quintron, Duotron, 
EI Nifio, Jaks, Anthropod Vector, Slope, Deuces. 


VIA-Dads Are We PORK YOtR oi oe eevee sends ewes LP 7.00 


w/Winepress, My Foolish Halo, Mushuganas, Bollweevils, Hubcap, 
Squirtgun, Kendokwan, Fighters, Walker, Chemical Blue. On 
Harmless Records. 

VIA~ Desi Mig ANUS 6 56 Bo oe sis g sch areca nove siecle 7" BO 
wiThe 4-Squares, Finway Fish Camp, Hitmen, Parker Bros. On 
Quincy Shanks Records. 

VIA s a INK Ting ate cis nigo:s asics ainewea cmpetaaines LP 7.00 
w/the Bollweevils, Screeching Weasel, Gauge, Smoking Fopes, 
Cap'n Jazz, Friction, Heel and Angerhouse. Get ‘em while you 
can! On Shakefork Records. 

VIC VACUME AND THE ATTACHMENTS- 


Diy CHA TED (OS SONGS) oes Wea Bat vane CDS 4.00 
WALKER -self Gitled 63.5 Sco tense nos ene 7 S00 
WALKER-If You're Punk Rock, I'm Single ............. 7" 30 
WHITE FROGS-Growing Youth ..... 00sec eeee ences Veer) 8, 
WINEPRESS-Worth a Thousand Words ............. 7’ 3.00 
YOUTH AGAINST FASCISM-self titled ............5 T 350 


FORMAT KEY 
CD = compact disk, CDS = co is sae disk single/EF 
2xCD = double compact disk, CS = cassette, LP = 12" 
vinyl album, 2xLP = double 12" vinyl album, 10" = 10" viny! 
album/EP, 7" = vinyl EP/single, 2x7" = double vinyl EP/sin- 
gle, 3x7" = triple vinyl EP/single, 8-T = &-track tape. 


ORDERING INFORMATION 


How to make an order 


1) Write a letter, listing what you want. For each item, 
list these three things: the band, the name of the 
release, and the format (LF or CD, or 7", etc.). 

2) Add up the price of each item, and put that much 
in the envelope (checks and money orders made 
out to "Underdog Records," or very well concealed 
cash.) Send U.S. funds only, only, only! We do not 
accept charge cards or anything like that. Also, 
don't forget to include any Underdog credit slips 
that you wish to have redeemed. 

3) LIST ALTERNATE CHOICES of equal or lesser value 
for each of your selections. That way, we'll still be 

able to fill orders if we're out of an item. 

4) If we can't fill your order, we'll issue you an official 


Underdog credit slip, good for your next order. 
5) Foreign—add at least two or three dollars (or 
more if you're really far away and want airmail...) 


Specify airmail or surface. If you don't give us 
enough money for airmail we'll send it surface. If 
you still don't give us enough money, we'll ship less 
stuff & issue credit (see above). 

6) All prices are postpaid within the U.S. We ship 
U.S. things Ist Class up to 5 oz., Special 4th 
Class Rate thereafter. Doing this keeps our prices 
down as low as possible. However, it is sometimes 
very slow (up to 4-6 weeks), so be patient. Illinois 
residents, our prices include sales tax. 


DEAL THINGS! 

¢Every order of $15 or more, you pick an extra 
Underdog release*** 7" for free! , 

¢ Every order of $30 or more, you pick an extra Underdog 
release*** LP/CD/CS/8-track, or one Underdog T-shirt, | 
or two Underdog release*** 7's for free! 

* Send us a photograph of yourself, and we'll put it up on 
the Underdog wall-of-shame! (Well, that’s a deal, isn't it?) 

*** listed under “Underdog Releases”... duh!?! 


Underdog Records, 2252 N. Elston Ave. 2nd Floor, Chicago, IL 60614 
phone: (312) 772-4545 ¢ fax: (312) 772-9198 email: udogrec@interaccess.com 
check out our catalog w/U-Dog band sound samples at www: http: //homepage.interaccess.com/~udogrec/ 
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BULK RATE 


UNDERDOG RECORDS U.S. POSTAGE 
2252 N. Elston Ave., 2nd Floor PAID 
Chicago, IL 60614, U.S.A. ASTORIA, IL 
PERMIT NO. 9 
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Ut fog \Lessons, & the brilliant double 7”, Date Rape 
es Nation: together on one CD. Plus “4 we tracks, 


too! Will BLOW yee away!!! 


| the Superhate” 
Four new raunchy, pure olde skool Chicago, 
Punk Rock!!! Fast, mean, and EXPLOSI 


Ever a rockabilly song thrown in, the mix. an 
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x machinery” CD/LP.. ekick Kato ” 1st Class 
hump” CD/LP.:.Oblivion “Shoot Me a Waco”. & 
“Sto hief”.. CD/LP...Zoinks!/No Empathy 7” / 
EP...Cletus'“s/t” 7”...The Strike “s/t” 7”:..No 
athy “You're So Smart” & “They Want What- 
/LP.::Smoking roe. hoe Fired” CD/LP 


Also, 
pop-punk oes of 1996: 


S2in$8.00 Ppde 
korea Pps us Cletus : 
Feta odersadd ‘Grease, Grits, and Gravy) Se, 
00/item. YO “y 


We An t Cash, Cheques, ||. Write for a FREE catalog!!! e-mail: P.O. Box 479-164 
Money Grders. ~"““ JohannFace@aol.com Chicago, IL 60647 


